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■ In " Lady Kilpatrick " we, to our unbounded satisfaction, renew 
acquaintance with Robert Buchanan the poet. . . . " Lady Kilpatrick " 
demands attention as a real contribution to the list of books worthy to 
be praised. ..." Lady Kilpatrick " has an excellent plot. Several 
of the characters in the book are capital.' — Literary World. 

' A slight and bright romance. . . . Desmond is the typical, rollick- 
ing, open-hearted, lovable fellow that the traditional young Irishman 
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rosy-cheeked girl ; and they are a couple it does one good to hear about 
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LADY KILPATRICK 

CHAPTER I. 

INTRODUCES DESMOND AND DULCIE. 

On a summer evening, twenty years ago, 
a girl and a youth were strolling slowly 
along the strip of yellow sands which leads 
from the verge of the Atlantic to the steep 
line of rock dominated by Kilpatrick 
Castle. 

The girl, who was not more than seven- 
teen years of age, carried her hat and 
parasol in her hand : the first a serviceable 
article, little superior in form and material 
to that generally worn by the superior 
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peasants of the district ; the other a dainty 
trifle in pale blue silk, better in keeping 
with the tailor-made dress and dainty 
French shoes in which its owner was 
dressed. She had a delightfully fair and 
fresh complexion, a little freckled by a too 
free exposure to the sun, and her dark blue 
eyes shone from under the rather disorderly 
waves of her light golden hair with an ex- 
pression of harmless audacity and frank 
gaiety eloquent of youth and health and 
innocence. 

Her companion, who might have been 
three or four years her senior, was a long- 
limbed, supple youngster of the finest 
Western Irish type. His hair, long, black 
and curly, escaped in natural ripples from 
under a battered soft felt hat, and framed 
an olive -hued face of great strength and 
delicacy, lit by a pair of black eyes spark- 
ling with honest, boyish impudence. The 
merest shade of callow down darkened his 
upper lip. He was clad in rough and 
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rather ill-cut tweeds, stained in brown 
patches with salt water, and the collar of a 
flannel shirt, innocent of stud or necktie, 
left to view a sun-tanned, muscular throat. 
His long legs kept swinging pace with the 
tripping lightness of the girl's walk, and 
he looked down at her from his superior 
height with a mingling of admiration and 
protection very pretty to witness, and of 
which she was perhaps a shade too obvi- 
ously unconscious. 

* We shall be late for dinner,' said the 
girl, breaking the first silence which had 
fallen upon them since the beginning of 
a long day's ramble. ' Uncle will be 
angry.' 

* Sorra a bit,' replied the boy. * The 
old gentleman's temper's queer at times, 
but it has to be mighty bad before he's 
angry with you. And as to being angry 
with mey sure I'm used to it. It's not 
often he's anything else.' 

* My uncle is very fond of you,' said the 
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girl, * and very kind to you — kinder than 
you deserve, most people think,' 

'Your uncle!* repeated the boy. 'Which 
of 'em ?' 

' Lord Kilpatrick, of course !' 

' Indeed he is, then ! He's been as 
good as a father to me nearly all my 
life. I owe to him all I have and all 
I am.' 

' Tell me, Desmond,' said the girl, after 
another short interval of silence, ' why 
does Lord Kilpatrick take so great an 
interest in you, and yet let you run about 
like — like a young colt? Isn't it time 
that you began to take life seriously, and to 
think of doing something ?' 

' Faith, I suppose it is,' said Desmond. 
' I've been trying for the last six months to 
find what kind o' life I'm fit for. I'll take 
to something by-and-by. As to why 
Lord Kilpatrick's so good to me, you 
know just as much as I know myself. Lady 
Dulcie ; Mr. Peebles, that knows more of 
4 
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his ways than anybody else, says 'tis to aise 
his conscience.* 

* To ease his conscience ?' the girl re- 
peated. 

* Just that/ said Desmond. ' An old 
debt he owed and never paid till my 
parents were dead. 'Twas my mother 
asked him to pay it by looking after me. 
He promised, and he's kept his word 
— more power to him.' 

* Do you remember your parents ?' 
*No. Both died before I could run 

about. They were gentlefolk, I suppose, 
or I'd not be called the Squireen, and I've 
the true gentlemanly knack o' getting into 
scrapes. But let's talk of something else. 
Lady Dulcie ; 'tis a subject that always 
makes me sad.* 

* Why ?' asked Dulcie. 

*Why,* said Desmond, 'there's times 
when I feel like a boat on the sea, all 
alone. I've neither kith nor kin, only 
friends. You'll laugh at me, I know, but 
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there's times, when I'm by myself, I feel 
the mist rising to my eyes and the lump 
in my throat, thinking I've never known 
a father's care nor a mother's love.' 

The bright face had lost its merry im- 
pudence for the moment, and the quick, 
swinging step slackened. 

' Laugh at you !' repeated Dulcie. ' I'll 
never laugh at you for that. And / care 
for you, Desmond.' 

'And that might come to be the 
bitterest of all,' said Desmond. ' You're 
like a star in the sky above me. Lady 
Dulcie, You're a rich young lady, and 
I'm only a poor boy dependent on strangers. 
But come, now,' he continued after a short 
pause, ' I've answered your question, will 
you answer mine ? Is it true what I hear 
all about the place, that you're to marry 
Richard Conseltine?' 

• Nonsense !' said Dulcie, flushing redly. 
I'm not going to marry anybody !' 

' Ah !' said Desmond dryly, * that's what 
6 
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all the girls say, but they never mean 
it.' 

' I mean it. I think marriage is absurd. 
Don't you ?' 

' Sure I do,' responded Desmond. * But 
the priest says it's convenient, if the vsrorld 
is to continue. Tell me, now, v^hat d'ye 
think of Master Richard ?* 

' Think of him ?' said Dulcie slowly. 
* Oh, I think — I think he's my cousin, 
and as stupid as girls' cousins always are.' 

' That's mighty hard on boys in general,' 
said Desmond laughingly, ' for they're 
mostly some girl's cousin. I may be 
myself, for all I know. But Richard's 
as fond of you as a fox of a goose — a 
duck, I mean. And that's why he hates 
me.' 

* For shame, Desmond ! How has he 
ever shown that he hates you ?' 

' Shown it ? Faith, he doesn't need to 
show it. It just comes out of him like 
steam from boiling water. Much I care 
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for the hate or the love of the likes o' him ! 
I can run him out of breath, fight him 
out of time, gallop him out of hearing, 
swim him out of seeing, chaff him out of 
temper — and as for loving, sure if he loves 
you, I'll just adore you, and so beat him 
at that as well !' 

The girl smiled, with her face concealed 
by the brim of her sun-bonnet, and turned 
a little away from this brisk wooer, whose 
bursts of affectionate impudence were 
generally followed by long intervals of 
silence. 

* You adore too many, Desmond/ 

* Sorra one but yourself.' 

* Nonsense !' cried Dulcie. * What were 
you doing with Rosie this morning in the 
stable-yard ?' 

' I mistook her for her mistress,' said 
Desmond. ' No, sure,' he added, as the 
girl flushed a little angrily, * I don't mane 
that.' 

* I should think you didn't " mane that !" ' 
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said the young lady. ' I should like to 
catch you kissing me.' 

' I'm agreeable to be caught,' returned 
the unabashable. 

* Oh, you Irish boys!' cried Dulcie, 
with a transparent simulation of contempt. 
' You kiss anybody, so it's no compli- 
ment.' 

' That depends,' said Desmond. ' There's 
kissing for duty, and kissing for interest, 
and kissing for love. There's a mighty 
difference between kissing a rose and kiss- 
ing a thorn. But, after all, what's a kiss 
but a salutation ?' 

'You're a great deal too forward,' said 
Dulcie, with an almost matronly air of 
reproof. 

* Then get behind me,' responded Des- 
mond, ' and I'll go backward.' 

The battle of wit was interrupted at this 
point by the sudden appearance of a man 
at the end of the ascent leading to the 
Castle. As he approached, the young 
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couple fell apart a little, and advanced to 
meet him with a proper and respectful 
distance between them. 

' It's Blake of Blake's Hall,' said Des- 
mond, as he neared them. 

* In his usual condition of an afternoon,' 
said Dulcie. 

The man, tall and strongly built, with 
a mane of black hair and whiskers streaked 
heavily with gray, and a flushed face, was 
reeling and tacking along the narrow path. 
His hat reposed at a dangerous angle at 
the back of his head, and his waistcoat 
was open to catch the cooling breeze. 
There was an air of jolly ferocity about 
him ; but in spite of that and of the dis- 
order of his dress and the other signs of 
dissipation he carried about with him, the 
least observant person in the world would 
hardly have taken him for anything but a 
gentleman. As he came level with the 
young people he stopped in his walk and 
in the scrap of Irish song he was chanting, 
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and saluted the young lady with a wide 
and unsteady sweep of the hat. 

* Good morning. Lady Dulcie.* The 
voice, though husky, and at that moment 
a little thick with liquor, was sound and 
full and sweet, and the brogue simply 
defied phonetics to render it. * Ye' re a 
cure for sore eyes. Desmond, ye divil, 
give us your fin.' 

' You have been dining with my uncle, 
Mr. Blake?' asked Lady Dulcie. 

* Faith, I have, then,' returned Mr. 
Blake ; ' and if the company had only been 
as good as the dinner and the wine — and 
the whisky — 'tis not yet I'd been after 
leaving it.* 

'And what was the matter with the 
company ?' asked Desmond. 

* It appears to me, Mr. Desmond 
Macartney,' said Blake, with portentous, 
drunken dignity — *it appears to me, sor, 
that a gentleman of the long descent and 
the high breedin' of Lord Kilpatrick might 
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have thought twice before inviting a man 
o' my blood to sit at the same table with a 
low, dirty, six-an-eight-scrapin' thief of an 
attorney. The back o' my hand and the 
sole of my foot to 'm ! the filthy reptile ! 
I've left my mark on 'm, an' I've spoke 
my mind of him, and 'twill be a long day 
ere he forgets Patrick Blake, of Blake's 
Hall.' 

' My uncle ?' cried Lady Dulcie in a 
tone of half amaze, half question. 

' Your uncle, Lady Dulcie !' answered 
Blake. * 'Tis not in that fashion that a 
gentleman of my figure behaves to a 
gentleman of his. 'Tis not at the head of 
a nobleman that I throw bottles, nor, sor,' 
he continued to Desmond, as if the inter- 
ruption had come from him, ' 'tis not him 
I'd call a dirty thief nor a filthy reptile, 
and that I'd have ye to know, sor.' 

* You've been quarrelling with somebody 
at his lordship's table ?' said Desmond. 

* I have, then ! And if Dick Consel- 
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tine and that white-livered boy of his, and 
old Peebles — may the devil fly away with 
the whole boodle of 'm — if they hadn't 
interfered and spoilt the sport, I'd have 
had the ruffian's blood. By the lud, I'd 
have smashed him like an egg !' He 
drove one powerful fist into the palm of 
the other with such force as to over- 
balance himself, and was only prevented 
by Desmond's restraining hand from coming 
to the ground. * 'Tis an insult before 
Heaven ; 'tis an insult to ask a gentleman to 
put his legs under the mahogany with such 
a snake as that !' 

* You had your legs under the mahogany 
a pretty long time before you found 'twas 
an insult, from the looks of you,' said Des- 
mond dryly. ' Now, look here, Mr. Blake, 
'tis not for a boy of my years to be after 
offering lessons in politeness to a gentle- 
man of yours, but I'll just ask you to 
remember that the host whose hospitality 
you're insulting is this lady's uncle.' 

13 



LADY KILPATRICK 

Blake's ferocity vanished with ludicrous 
suddenness. He began to stammer 
apologies to Lady Dulcie. 

'And then, too, Mr. Blake,' continued 
Desmond, * you'd claim the right to choose 
the guests at your own table — if you had 
one,' he interpolated sotto "voce ; ' and Lord 
Kilpatrick, or any gentleman, has the same 
right.' 

' And that's true, if the devil spoke it,' 
cried Blake. ' Desmond Macartney, ye're 
a gentleman. Ye can carry a gentleman's 
apology to a gentleman without demean- 
ing yourself. Present my apologies to his 
lordship, and tell him that I'll honour 
myself by presenting them personally 
when I hear that he's got rid of his present 
company.' 

' 'Tis Mr. Feagus, of Ballymote, that 
you've had the row with ?' 

' Faith then, it is, and ye can tell him 
that if he has the spunk to stand up at 
fyirenty paces I'll do sufficient violence to 
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my feelings as a gentleman to honour him 
by lettin' daylight into him.' 

' Nonsense, Mr. Blake,' said Desmond. 
* Men don't fight duels nowadays.' 

* No, by the saints !' cried Blake ; * they 
stab each other with inky pens, and suck 
each other dry with lawsuits, by the help 
of such parchmint-scrapin' vermin as Jack 
Feagus. 'Tis a dirty world we live in, 
Desmond, my boy, but sure that's all the 
more reason that the few decent men 
should stick together. I'm goin' on to 
Widdy Daly's shebeen, and if ye're in- 
clined for a drink at the stone cow, I'll 
be proud of your company.' 

' Later, perhaps,' said Desmond. ' I've 
Lady Dulcie to take care of now, you 
see.' 

' Ah !' said Blake, with a vinous smile 
at the girl, ' 'tis the best end of the stick 
that ye've got hold of, Desmond Macartney. 
Whisky's a good familiar craythur, but 'tis 
a mighty poor substitute for the colleens. 

15 



LADY KILPATRICK 

Good luck to ye. Lady Dulcie, your 

obedient servant.' 

He swaggered ofF, his recent anger quite 

forgotten, and a moment later the quiet 

evening air rang tunably with a scrap of 

Irish song: 

' And thin he'd reply, with a wink of his eye, 
"Arrah ! Paddy, now can't ye be aisy "' 

* 'Tis a beautiful voice,' said Desmond, 
standing still to listen. * 'Twould have 
been better for poor Blake, maybe, if it 
hadn't been so fine ; it's just been the ruin 
of him.' 

' The horrid old man !' said Dulcie. 
' I wonder uncle admits him to his table.' 

' Oh, sure, there's no harm in poor 
Blake !' said Desmond. ' He's nobody's 
enemy but his own, and there's no better 
company in Ireland, till he gets too much 
of the whisky inside him, or sees an 
attorney.' 

* What makes him hate lawyers so ?' 
asked Dulcie. 
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' Sure he has reason,' returned the boy, 
who had all an Irishman's apparently 
innate detestation of law and its expo- 
nents. ' He lost one half of his acres in 
trying to keep the other half, years ago, 
before you and I were born, and Feagus, 
who acted for him, played him false. 
That's the story, at least, and I don't find 
it hard to believe, for he's an ugly customer, 
that same Feagus.' 

They passed together through the ruined 
arch, which had been in former times the 
main point of ingress, through the outer wall 
of the Castle, the rough and ponderous 
stones of which had, in these later years of 
peace, gone to the building of stables, 
offices, and peasants' cottages. The main 
building, a huge castellated mansion with 
an aspect of great age and rugged strength, 
contrasted strongly in its air of well-kept 
prosperity with most proprietorial re- 
sidences in that part of Ireland. Skirting 
the side of the Castle, they came upon a 
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garden and pleasaunce, bright with flower- 
ing plants and emerald turf, commanding 
a view of the sea, now shining with the 
glaring tints of sunset, which were reflected 
too by the bay-windows of the Castle 
fafade. 

A heavy-faced, sullen-looking young 
man, dressed in an ultra-fashionable dress 
suit, and strangling in a four-inch collar, 
was sprawling ungracefully on a garden 
seat with a newspaper on his knees and a 
cup of coffee on the rustic table at his 
elbow. He turned at the sound of foot- 
steps on the garden gravel, and seeing 
Dulcie, rose clumsily to his feet. 

' His lordship has been asking for you, 
Lady Dulcie.' 

' Dinner is over, I suppose ?' said Dulcie. 

'Yes, dinner is over,' said the young 
man, scowling, * and so is the fight.' 

' We've heard all about the fight from 
Blake. We met him on the rocks,' said 
Desmond. 
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The young man took no heed of the 
remark, and did not even look at the 
speaker. 

* I'm getting pretty tired of living down 
here among these savages,' he continued to 
Lady Dulcie, with an attempt at the accent 
of a certain type of London men, a drawl 
which struggled vainly against a pro- 
nounced Dublin brogue. ' Bottles flying 
at people's heads — it isn't my style, you 
know.' 

* Sure,' said Desmond, * if we're so 
savage as all that, 'twould be a charity to 
stop here among us and civilize us. We're 
willing to learn, Mr. Richard Conseltine, 
and willing to teach the little we know.' 

The young dandy looked at him with a 
heavy insolence, in which there was a 
lurking touch of fear, but did not deign to 
address him. 

•His lordship's awf'ly upset. My 
father's with him, and the doctor's been 
sent for.' 
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' I'll go and see him,' said Dulcie. 
' Desmond, you might go and ask Mrs. 
O' Flaherty for some dinner for both of us. 
I'm as hungry as a hunter.' 

' I'll follow you directly,' said Desmond. 

* You'll come at once, if you please,' 
she said, with a pretty imperiousness. 
• Come !' 

They went away together, young 
Conseltine following them with a deepen- 
ing of his usual ill-bred, angry scowl. 

* The supercilious brute !' said Des- 
mond under his breath. 

* One fight a day is quite enough, 
Desmond,' whispered Lady Dulcie. 

* Fight !' said Desmond. ' Much of a 
fight 'twould be. I'd ' 

' Quite so,' Dulcie interrupted him 
quietly. * I know you 'd — and as I don't 
want you to, you'll just go quietly, and 
ask to have some dinner laid for us, and 
keep out of his way for the rest of the 
evening.' 
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CHAPTER II. 

LORD KILPATRICK. 

Four of our leading characters, includ- 
ing our best apology for a hero, have 
introduced themselves. All that remains 
to be explained, at least for the present, 
is that Dulcie Broadhaven, called by 
courtesy Lady Dulcie, was the youngest 
daughter of Lord Belmullet, w^ho had 
married Lord Kilpatrick's only sister and 
left her a vs^idow^ with several children and 
heavily mortgaged estates in county Mayo ; 
and that Dulcie was just then paying one 
of her annual visits to her uncle's castle in 
Sligo. Here she had struck up a friend- 
ship with young Desmond, who had for 
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years been a sort of protege of Lord Kil- 
patrick. Only in the wild west of Ireland 
are such intimacies common or even 
possible, but there, where the greater and 
the smaller gentry still meet on terms of 
free and easy equality, and where the 
vices of more civilized society are still 
unknown, they excite no comment. 

Mr. Blake's abrupt and angry departure 
from the Castle left anything but comfort- 
able feelings in the breasts of one or two 
of his late convives. Lord Kilpatrick, an 
elderly nobleman, whose originally feeble 
constitution had not been improved by 
early dissipation, and who was afflicted 
with a mysterious cardiac disorder, which 
caused him constant nervous tremors, was 
in a condition of semi-senile anger over 
Blake's violation of the sanctities of his 
dinner-table. Mr. Feagus, Blake's bete 
mire, was naturally and excusably enraged 
by the terms of unmeasured contempt in 
which the latter had addressed him. He 
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was almost as great a rascal as Blake 
thought him, but he had a full measure 
of the commonest of Irish virtues, brute 
courage ; and had it not been for the 
interference of my lord's brother, Mr. 
Conseltine, his son Richard, and old Mr. 
Peebles, my lord's butler, valet, general 
factotum, and tyrant, Blake might have 
had cause to regret his outrage on his 
host's hospitality. 

* The beggarly bankrupt brute !' he 
cried. ' By the blood of the saints, Mr. 
Conseltine, if 'twas not for the respect 
I owe you as my lord's brother — ye used 
me ill, sir, in holding me back !' 

Conseltine, a dark man of late middle 
age, with an inscrutable face and a 
manner of unvarying suavity, poured a 
bumper of burgundy, and held it out to 
the angry attorney. 

* Drink that, Mr. Feagus. 'Tis a fine 
cure for anger. Maybe I've not used you 
so ill as you think. Mr. Peebles,' he 
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continued, * you had better assist my 
brother to his room. Pray be calm, 
my dear Henry. The disturbance is over. 
If you will permit me, I will do myself 
the pleasure of looking in on you before 
retiring.' 

His lordship, his face twitching, and his 
hands tremulous with anger, sat back in 
his chair, and pettishly brushed the old 
Scotchman's hand from his shoulder. 

* At my table !' he ejaculated angrily, 
for the sixth time. 

' Ay,' said Peebles, with a broad, 
dogmatic drawl. 'Ye should keep better 
company. Come awa', my lord, come 
awa'. Ye'U get nae good by sitting thfere 
glowering at folk.' 

* Hold your tongue, sir !' snapped the 
nobleman. ' How dare you address me in 
that fashion ?* 

* Come awa', come awa',' repeated 
Peebles gently, as one speaks to a froward 
child. 'Ye'U be doing yourself a mischief.' 
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The old lord rose tremulously, and left 
the room on his servant's arm. Mr. 
Conseltine stepped rapidly forward to 
open the door, and shook his brother's 
hand as he passed from the room. Then, 
returning, he addressed Feagus, who was 
still puffing with anger. 

* Sit down, Mr. Feagus. Fill again, 
man, and wash the taste of that drunken 
blackguard out of your mouth. Yes, yes,' 
he continued, seeing Feagus about to 
speak; 'he's all that you could call him, 
but he has to be endured; he knows too 
much to be crossed.' 

* Knows ?' snorted Feagus ; ' and what 
does he know, then ?' 

Conseltine looked warily round before 
replying, and then, bending across the 
table till his face was within a foot of 
Feagus's, he said in a low voice : 

* He knows all about Moya Macartney.' 

* Moya Macartney !' echoed his son. 
* And who, pray, is Moya Macartney ?' 
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' She was a peasant girl, away down in 
Kenmare. My brother married her — a 
sham marriage — 'twas Blake that played 
priest for him, and pretended to be in 
Holy Orders.' 

' That's true !' murmured Feagus. *And 
after — tell him what came of it !' 

* T|ie old story. Henry grew tired of 
his plaything. One day, when the child — 
they had a child — was two years old, he 
told Moya the truth. She went on like a 
madwoman for a time, and then went 
quite cold and quiet. Henry thought 
'twas all right, and that she had accepted 
the situation ; but within two hours she 
disappeared, taking the child with her, and 
for a month or two nothing was heard of 
her.' 

* Well ?' said Dick eagerly. 

* Then,' continued Conseltine, * one 
night — a devilish cold winter's night it 
was, too — the boy was brought to my 
brother with a letter. " Take your child," 

26 



LORD KILPATRICK 

the letter said, " and as you use him may 
God use you ! You'll never hear from me 
again." 'Twas signed " Moya Macartney," 
and a week later her body was found on 
the sands of Kenmare Bay.' 

* A good riddance,' said Feagus. ' And 
now, Dick, guess the name of the 
child !' 

Dick looked questioningly at his father, 
who said quietly: 

* The child is the Squireen, Desmond 
Macartney.' 

Feagus gazed sideways from under his 
ponderous brows at young Conseltine. The 
boy's sullen mask was almost as inscrutable 
as his father's smooth face. 

* Does Desmond Macartney guess that 
he's my lord's son .?' asked the youth. 

' No,' said Conseltine. ' A story was 
trumped up that he was the orphan son of 
people to whom my brother owed obliga- 
tions. He's too big a fool to trouble him- 
self asking questions.' 
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• Well, then,' said Feagus, * spake out 
and let me know what 'tis ye fear.' 

' I fear my brother's weakness. He may 
leave all to this young vagabond. He's 
been conscience - haunted about Moya 
Macartney's death ever since it happened, 
and 1 know that more than once he has 
made his will in favour of the Squireen. 
There's not a square yard of the estate 
entailed. He could leave it to a beggar in 
the street if he liked, and Dick would get 
nothing but the title. I'm as certain as I 
can be that he has sent for you to make a 
will ; and with that old rascal Peebles 
always whispering in his ears, praising the 
bastard, and running down Dick, there's 
danger.* 

' Well ?' asked the lawyer, after a pause. 

'Well?' Conseltine's smooth voice echoed 
him. 

There was silence for a full minute, 
during which Feagus sat looking over his 
glass from father to son. 
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' Plain speech is best, Mr. Conseltine. 
I'm a friend of the family — a humble 
friend — and I'd like to see justice. Will 
ye spake straight, and say what ye'd have 
done ?' 

Conseltine smiled with half-shut eyes. 

* I thought you'd understand me,' he said 
coolly. ' I'm sure that the interests of the 
family are safe in your hands, and you 
may be sure that the family won't be un- 
grateful.' 

' Ye can trust me, sor,' said Feagus. 
* I'll take care that justice is done. Ye 
needn't fear your brother's wakeness if I 
have the drawin' o' the will.' 

Conseltine nodded again. The worthy 
trio brought their glasses together with a 
light chink, and drank. 

'You see now,' continued Conseltine, 
'why Blake has to be humoured. He's 
capable of blowing on us in one of his 
drunken tantrums, and then the whole 
story would be ripped up.' Feagus nodded. 
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' Keep out of his way, Mr. Feagus, or, 
if you meet him, control your temper. 
That's all I wanted to say, and I think we 
understand each other.* 

' Fairly well,' said Feagus. 

* 'Tis a pretty kettle o' fish I'm stirring,' 
he said to himself, when father and son 
had left him alone ; * but I'll be surprised 
if I don't keep the biggest trout for my 
own share. I'll help Conseltine to get the 
estates, and then I'll be on his back like the 
old man o' the sea on Sinbad's. Here's 
success to virtue ! 'Tis a fine drink this, 
and 'tis not often. Jack Feagus, that ye get 
the chance of drinkin' real wine out of 
a live lord's cellar.' 

Lord Kilpatrick had meanwhile been 
conducted to the drawing-room by the 
faithful, though outwardly unsympathetic, 
Peebles. Sitting at the open oriel window 
in a high-backed antique chair, he drew 
in the soft evening air with tremulous 
gulps. His face, which in youth and man- 
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hood had been singularly handsome, was 
drawn with pain and pettish anger, and 
wore that peculiar gray tinge so often seen 
in the complexions of people afflicted with 
diseases of the heart. His long, waxen 
fingers drummed irritably on the arm-pieces 
of his chair, so that the rings with which 
they were decorated cast out coruscations 
of coloured light. 

Peebles, a long, dry Scotchman, who 
but for his white hair might have been of 
any age from thirty-five to eighty, long in 
leg and arm, long in the back, long in the 
nose and upper-lip, shrewd of eye, dry and 
deliberate in action, moved soundlessly 
about the room until summoned by his 
master's voice. 

' Peebles !' 

' My lord ?' 

' How do I look ? No flattery, now. 
Speak out.' 

* Much flattery ye'U get frae me, or ever 
did,' muttered Peebles, taking his stand 
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before the invalid, and scrutinizing him 
with a cast-iron countenance of no name- 
able expression. 

' Well, Peebles, well ! How do I 
look?' 

* My lord,' said Peebles, after another 
thirty seconds' inspection, ' you look as 
green as grass and as sick as peasemeal !' 

* Nonsense ! Pooh ! Rubbish !' Each 
word shot nut of his lordship's mouth like 
a bullet, * I never felt better.' 

' Ye never looked worse,' said Peebles. 

' God bless my soul !' said his lordship. 
• It must be those damn'd globules that 
Clarke is giving me. They're ruining my 
liver — actually ruining it. Infernal idiots 
of doctors !' His fingers moved faster. 
' Go away, Peebles, go away !' 

Peebles retired into the background, and 
stood scraping his lantern jaws with his 
right hand. 

* Peebles I' said the old gentleman pre- 
sently. 

32 



LORD KILPATRICK 

' My lord ?' 

' You don't think ' Lord Kilpatrick 

paused, hem'd, and finally shot the ques- 
tion out of himself with a suddenness 
which showed how strong a repugnance 
he had to conquer before he could ask it — 
* you don't think I'm going to die ?' 

*Ye don't suppose ye're immortal, do 
ye ?' asked the unbending servitor, 

* Of course not ! Confound you for an 
unfeeling blockhead !' cried his master. 
*Give me your advice — tell me what 
to do.' 

* I'm to prescribe for ye ?' asked Peebles, 
looking, as he stood outlined against the 
oblong of white sky seen through the 
window, like the silhouette of some curious 
species of parrot. 

' If you can !' 

* What else have I been doing this last 
nineteen years,' asked Peebles, ' but pre- 
scribing the one sure remedy ye winna 
tak' ? My lord, your disease is pride. 
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Try the black draught of humility and 
the blue pill of atonement !' 

' What the devil are you talking about ?' 
asked his lordship, looking angrily at his 
servant, v^^ho returned his gaze quite un- 
moved. 

' Ye know weel what I'm talkin' aboot,' 
he returned, with no quickening of his 
usual deliberate drawl. 'Acknowledge 
your child, Lord Kilpatrick, and thank 
God humbly on your knees for such a son 
to bless your declining years.' 

* By Heaven !' cried his lordship, sitting 
up in his chair, ' you — you — how dare 
you trifle with me ?' The gray shade 
deepened on his face, his trembling hands 
were pressed against his heart. ' I have 
done my uttermost. I have provided for 
the boy. I have looked after his welfare 
— can a man do more ?' 

' Ay, he can ! Desmond Macartney is 
your flesh and blood. Acknowledge him 
before the world — it's all the atone- 
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ment ye can make to the poor lass that's 
gone.' 

' She was not my wife !' 

* Ay was she,' returned Peebles, ' in 
the sight o' God !' 

His lordship struggled up in his seat 
with an oath. 

' That's enough ! You are out of my 
service, Peebles, from this moment — I dis- 
charge you !' 

' I'm agreeable,' said Peebles, with un- 
moved calm. 

' And without a character — mind that !' 

* Character, is it V said the dour old 
Scot. ' If ever I need one, I'll gang till a 
God-fearing man, and no' till your father's 
son. Good-afternoon to your lordship.' 

Peebles had reached the door when his 
lordship's voice arrested him : 

* Stay — stay ! I — ha ! — I command you !' 

* Too late !' said Peebles coolly. ' I'm 
no longer at your lordship's orders — I'm 
discharged.' 
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' Nonsense !' said Kilpatrick. ' Why do 
you provoke me, Peebles ? I have been a 
good master to you — a forbearing master. 
If wre parted I should — I should miss you.' 

*No doot o' that,' returned Peebles, 
smiling. * Dismiss me, and ye dismiss your 
conscience. Dismiss me, and the Deil 
has ye, tooth and nail.' 

His lordship laughed, but with no aspect 
of enjoyment. 

* You're an assuming old scoundrel, 
Peebles. My conscience ? Gad ! — my 
conscience, indeed !' 

' Ay, and your conscience says, " Make 
amends to your ow^n begotten son, the bairn 
of the puir lass vs^ho died for your sake, 
and who loved ye. Lord Kilpatrick." ' 

The old lord's head sank upon his 
breast ; his eyes were dim with a sudden 
moisture. 

' I loved her, Peebles — I loved her !' 

' And yet ye played that deil's trick on 
her, with the aid o' yon scoundrel Blake.' 
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' How could I marry one so much my 
inferior?' asked Kilpatrick tremulously. 
* And yet there are moments when I think 
that if — if she had not — if she had had a 
little more patience, I might have done it. 
There, there,' he continued, with his usual 
testiness, * let it sleep. Don't talk about it. 
As for Desmond, I have brought him up 
almost like my own son and heir. He has 
wanted nothing — he shall never want. I 
shall provide for him in my will.' 

* Grandly, no doot,' said Peebles, with 
the abrupt snort which was his laugh, 
' with Mr. Conseltine at your lug, pleading 
for that smug-faced imp, his son.' 

• Desmond shan't be forgotten,' said 
Kilpatrick. * Nothing on earth shall make 
me forget Desmond.' 

'There's just a chance,' said Peebles, 
after an interval of silence, scraping at his 
chin — 'there's just a chance that Desmond, 
when he kens ye' re his father, will refuse 
to tak' a shilling o' your money. I know 
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the lad, for isn't he like the child o* my 
ain old age — haven't I watched over him 
and seen him grow — haven't I had daily 
to lie to him, and tell him that he has 
neither father nor mother, but only a kind 
friend who knew them both — and haven't 
I heard his voice break when he has asked 
of his dead mother ? Man alive !' he con- 
tinued, in answer to Kilpatrick's stricken 
look, ' do your duty — acknowledge your 
son before the world ! If anything can 
get ye a free pass through the gates of 
heaven, it will be a deed like that !' 

' Gad !' said Kilpatrick, * I've a mind to 
do it, if only to spite my brother Dick. 
Peebles, do you think I'm a fool? Do 
you think I don't know Dick Conseltine ? 
He's looking forward to my funeral. He 
wants the estate for young spindleshanks, 
my nephew. Suppose I showed him a 
trick worth two of that, eh ? Ha, ha !' 

His lordship's rather spiteful chuckle 
was cut short by a rap at the door. 
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Peebles opened it, and Mr. Conseltine 
appeared. 

' My dear Henry,' he said, advancing 
solicitously, * I trust you are better ?' 

• Yes, yes,' said Kilpatrick uneasily ; 
' but ' 

• In that case,' said Conseltine, smoothly 
interrupting him, * may I talk to you 
privately for a few minutes ?' 

• If you desire,' said his brother. * Don't 
go, Peebles. Never mind Peebles, Dick 
He's my conscience, my — my alter ego — 
eh, Peebles ?' 

• As it is a family matter,' said Consel- 
tine, ' I would prefer ' 

' Peebles is one of the family,' said 
his lordship ; ' I've no secrets from 
him.' 

• Very good,' said Conseltine, suffering 
no shade of annoyance to cloud his smooth 
face. ' Mr. Peebles doubtless agrees with 
me that you exaggerate the gravity of your 
condition, and that, unless you specially 
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desire it, the drawing up of a new will 
can be postponed. In the will already 
placed in my possession you, as is natural, 
devise the bulk of your estate to your 
next-of-kin. Do I understand that you 
desire to alter or modify that arrange- 
ment ?' 

His lordship, nervously interlacing his 
fingers, glanced at Peebles. 

' Tell your brother the truth, my lord. 
Tell him ye wish to leave the estates to 
your own begotten son.' 

' My brother has no son, Mr. Peebles,' 
said Conseltine sternly. 

* Ay has he,' said Peebles — * Desmond 
Macartney.' 

*The fruit of a foolish liaison with a 
peasant. My dear Henry ' 

* Peebles is right, Dick,' said Kilpatrick. 
' Desmond should be my heir.' 

* My dear Henry !' said Conseltine, * you 
must surely be mad. Proclaim your folly 
to the world ! Acknowledge a waif and 
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Stray as your flesh and blood ! It is simply 
midsummer madness ! Thank God, what- 
ever you do with any portion of your 
personal possessions, you can't pass your 
patrimonial title to one born out of wed- 
lock.' 

Kilpatrick looked from his brother to 
Peebles, and back again, interlacing his 
fingers and dragging them apart. 

' Faith,' he said, * that's true, that's 
true, Peebles. The title must go to my 
next-of-kin. It must go. There's no 
help for it, and the title, with nothing to 
support it ! eh ? You must see that, 
Peebles. Gad, I'm sorry — I'm devilish 
sorry !' He rose. * Never mind, Peebles, 
Desmond shan't be forgotten. Trust me, 
he shan't be forgotten.' 

Conseltine offered him his arm, and he 
took it with a glance at his servant. 

* Ay, my lord,' said Peebles, with an 
immovable face, 'lean on your brother. 
It's good to have loving kith and kin.' 
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Voices and laughter were heard from 
the landing without, and a moment later 
Dulcie, with Desmond at her heels, 
entered the room. 
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CHAPTER III. 

MR. PEEBLES RECEIVES A MESSAGE. 

His lordship welcomed the appearance of 
the two young people as a relief from the 
further discussion of a painful topic. 

* So, young madam,' he said to Dulcie, 
pinching her ear, ' you've come back ! 
And where have you been all the after- 
noon ?' 

'On the sands,' said Dulcie. 'You're 
not angry with me, are you ?' she asked, 
kissing him in a coaxing fashion, for the 
tone in which he had spoken was a little 
sharp. ' I was so sorry to hear that you 
had been upset.' 

' It wouldn't have happened if you had 
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been at the table,' said Kilpatrick. ' I 
suppose I have to thank you, sir,' he con- 
tinued to Desmond, ' for her absence ? 
You're pretty spectacles, the pair of you,' 
he went on, looking at the disordered 
dresses, flushed faces and untidy hair of the 
young couple. ' You've been up to some 
mischief, I suppose ?' 

' Not this time,' said Desmond, smiling. 

' Hold your tongue, boy !' snapped his 
lordship, with sudden and inexplicable ill- 
temper. ' Don't bandy words with me — 
hold your tongue !' 

• Yes, sir,' said Desmond. 

' Can't you find something better to do 
than to go wandering about the place, 
mixing with all the loafers anH black- 
guards in the county ? Can't you speak ? 
You can chatter fast enough when you're 
not asked to.' 

* You told me to hold my tongue, sir,' 
said Desmond, falling back on Irish pre- 
varication and broadening his brogue. 
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' I shall have to take some order with 
you, sir,' said Kilpatrick. ' Come to my 
study to-morrow after breakfast. It's time 
you were doing something — time you 
began to think of — of your future. There, 
there,' he continued, patting Desmond's 
shoulder, 'I'm not angry with you, my boy. 
I've been upset, and in my state of health 
the least thing excites me — ask Peebles.' 

' Ay,' said the Scot, ' that's true — you've 
a troublesome temper.' 

* Never mind,* said Dulcie ; ' we'll coddle 
you up and comfort you. I'll play a game 
of backgammon with you, and if that 
doesn't cure you, I'll send over to Galway 
for mamma.' 

* For your mother !' cried Kilpatrick. 
' My sister Matilda !' 

* She's a capital nurse,' said Dulcie. 
• She'll set you right in a jiffy — as Des- 
mond would say.' The bit of slang passed 
unnoticed by his lordship in his terror at 
the suggestion it conveyed. 
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' Good heavens, child ! Matilda will 
be praying over me day and night. I'm 
not quite so bad as that — I won't be prayed 
over ; but for this little cardiac weakness, 
I'm in excellent condition. Ask Peebles. 
There, there, go and get your dinner, and 
take Desmond with you.' 

* I shall come back afterwards,' said 
Dulcie. 

'Yes, yes!' said her uncle. 'Come 
back by-and-by and give me my game of 
backgammon.' 

' I met Mr. Blake on the road, sir,' said 
Desmond. ' He asked me to deliver a 
message to your lordship.' 

'Well,' snapped Kilpatrick, 'what has 
the drunken brute to say to me ?' 

* Just to apologize for what he did and 
said this afternoon.' 

' His repentance is mighty sudden,' said 
Kilpatrick. 

'He didn't repent at all till Des- 
mond talked to him,' said Dulcie, glad to 
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get in a word in favour of her sweet- 
heart. 

* So you've been giving Blake a lesson in 
manners, eh ?' said the old man, ' And 
what did you say to him, and how did he 
take it?' 

Desmond recounted the interview. 

* He took it like mother's milk, sir. 
Sure he knew he was in the wrong. He's 
not a bad fellow, if you know how to 
humour him.' 

Peebles coughed behind his hand a 
dubious note, and Kilpatrick, catching the 
old man's eye, said with something of his 
former testiness : 

* Well, well, that will do — go and eat 
your dinner. Peebles, wait on Lady 
Dulcie.' 

The two young people and the old 
servitor left the room together, and 
Kilpatrick, sinking back into the seat he 
had quitted, sat for some time plunged in 
silent thought. Conseltine, leaning against 
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the high, old-fashioned mantelpiece, took 
advantage of the shadow with which the 
room was filled, and of his brother's 
abstraction, to watch him narrowly. The 
old lord sighed once or twice, and gave 
one or two movements of impatience, 
and once the sound of a broken murmur 
reached Consel tine's ear, in which he 
distinguished only the word * Moya.' 

' Dick,' said Kilpatrick, suddenly turning 
towards him, ' I must provide at once for 
Desmond — I simply must do it — I should 
be a cad if I didn't.' 

The intently watchful look which 
Conseltine's face had worn was replaced 
by his general expression of suavity as he 
came forward into the ray of light which 
was yet coming through the great oriel 
window. 

* My dear Henry,* he said smoothly, 
* you are perfectly right. 'Tis the dictate 
of nature and justice — it does you credit.' 

Kilpatrick, who was anything but a 
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fool, looked at his brother with a curious, 
quick, questioning glance. Conseltine 
replied to it as if to a speech. 

' I know, my dear Henry, I know ! 
You've been thinking me grasping, and 
avaricious, and heartless, all this time, 
now, haven't you ? And why ? Just 
because I've felt it my duty, as your brother 
and Richard's father, to safeguard the in- 
terests of the family. The title goes to 
Richard, anyhow ; and 'tis but common- 
sense, as you said just now yourself, that the 
bulk of the property should go with it. 
'Tis mighty little I can leave him, and a 
lord without soil to his foot or a guinea in 
his pocket would be a queer spectacle, 
wouldn't he? 'Tis not Lord Kilpatrick, 
anyhow, that shall be seen in that pre- 
dicament ; but you can provide for Des- 
mond, too. You can give him all he has 
a right to expect, and still leave enough 
for Richard.' 

The argument was unanswerable, the 
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manner and voice with which it was put 
were suave, persuasive, honest; but Kil- 
patrick's only answer was to shoot another 
quick, questioning glance at his brother's 
face, and to tap the carpet with his foot. 

* What would you call a proper pro- 
vision?' he asked, after an interval of 
silence. 

' Give the boy a profession, and — well, 
some hundreds a year. He's bright and 
clever, and with that income, and a calling 
in his fingers, if he can't make his way 
in the world, 'tis a pity.' 

' A profession !' said Kilpatrick musingly. 
' I don't know what the boy's fit for, 
unless it's for a soldier or a sailor.' 

' Bad pay and poor prospects,' said 
Conseltine. * Why not the Church ?' 

His lordship went off into a sudden 
cackle of laughter. 

' The Church ! Fancy Desmond a 
priest ! Faith, 'twould be a pretty parish 
that he had charge of !' 
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' The bar ?' suggested his brother. 

* No ; Desmond hates lawyers almost as 
much as Blake himself— it's in the blood, 
I suppose — I'm none too fond of them 
myself. I'll think it over, Dick, I'll think 
it over ; don't bother me about it any 
more at present. Nothing shall be done 
vs^ithout your know^ledge and — without 
your knowledge, at all events.' 

* You are tired .''' asked Conseltine. 

* Yes, tired to death.' 

' Well, I'll leave you to yourself. Good- 
night ; sleep well, and you'll be as sound 
as a trout in the morning. I'll send up 
Peebles to help you to undress.' 

He went; and Kilpatrick, rising from 
his seat, began to pace the room from end 
to end among the gathering shadows. 

' What the devil makes Dick Conseltine 
so tender all of a sudden?' he asked him- 
self * Dictate of nature and justice, indeed ! 
He hates the boy like poison, that I'm 
sure of. I can see it in his eye, sly and 
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smooth as he is, every time he looks at 
him ; and so does that bull-headed young 
fool, his son. It's natural, I suppose. 
Faith, then, one sees the hatred that 
money breeds — brother hating brother, 
father hating son, son father ; the mean- 
ness, lying, ingratitude, intriguing ; I'd 
rather be the poorest peasant on my estate. 
I'd rather be Desmond, poor boy; he 
knows his friends, at least. Nobody 
cajoles and flatters him.' 

He fell silent again, and paced the room 
with a slower step. 

' Poor Moya ! Gad ! how it all comes 
back to me ! If she had been only a 
little more of a lady, just a shade more 
possible as my wife ! She was a lady 
in heart and feeling; the truest I ever 
met, I think. I threw away a jewel 
when I cast her off — nineteen years ago. 

' Nineteen years ago this month, and it 
is all as clear and vivid as if it had hap- 
pened yesterday. Poor girl ! I can see 
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her face now as it was when I broke the 
secret to her. It will haunt me till I die, 
and after, if all tales are true. I was a 
scoundrel ! It was a vile business. There 
are moments when I think Peebles is 
right : that it is my plain duty to let family 
considerations slide, own the boy, and leave 
him all. It wrings my heart to see him, 
handsome, manly, courageous, loved by 
everybody — my son ! my own son ! — and 
then look at that long-shanked cub of 
Dick's, and think that he, Desmond, is 
worth a million of him, worth a planetful 
of the stupid, ugly cur. How like his 
mother he is ! Sometimes he frightens 
me ; it is as if the dead came out of the 
grave to accuse me.' 

He paused in his walk, and looked 
round the darkened chamber as if he feared 
an actual hidden presence there; then he 
walked to his desk, struck a match, and 
applied it to the wick of a small shaded 
reading-lamp ; then, stealthily, and with 
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more than one glance over his shoulder, he 
unlocked the desk, touched a spring, and 
drew from a secret drawer a scrap of paper 
and a miniature portrait. It was to the 
paper he gave his first attention. The 
writing, originally bold and heavy, had 
faded to a faint rusty red, the paper was 
stained and spotted. 'Take your child,' 
he read falteringly ; * and as you use him 
may God use you.' He sat staring at the 
flame of the lamp, blurred by the mist of 
gathering tears. 

' As you use him, may God use 
you,' he repeated half aloud. * I'll do my 
duty by the boy — I must! Before God, 
if Moya were alive! — No, even that 
wouldn't mend matters — it wouldn't even 
mend her broken heart. It was not that 
she wasn't my lady — not that her vanity 
was wounded — it was the treachery ! She 
loved me — she thought me an honest man. 
It was her pride in me that was broken. 
God forgive me ! I acted like a villain !' 
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He took up the portrait and bent his 
eyes upon it with a long, regretful gaze. 
It was the work of a true artist, who had 
caught and reproduced with actual fidelity 
the features and expression of the proud 
and tender girl Kilpatrick had betrayed. 
The bright, gay face, instinct with youth 
and happiness, beamed from the picture ; 
the sensitive lips seemed almost to tremble 
as the world-worn old man gazed at them. 
The dress was that of the better class of 
an Irish peasant of twenty years ago ; but 
the hand which held the shawl about the 
throat wore jewelled rings. 

* She sent back the rings — every scrap 
and every rag I'd ever given her,' said 
Kilpatrick. They lay in the secret drawer, 
and rattled as his blanched fingers drew 
them forth. * She wouldn't wear the 
dress I'd given her when she had this 
taken. " Let me be as I was when you 
first knew me, when the great lord wasn't 
ashamed to tell the poor girl he loved her." ' 

55 



LADY KILPATRICK 

With a sudden passionate gesture of 
love and remorse, he carried the picture to 
his lips. 

' My lord !' said a voice so startlingly 
close that it seemed to be at his very ear. 
Kilpatrick turned with a start and beheld 
a dim form standing in the shadow of the 
door. 

* Confound you !' he said. 'Who is it?* 

* Just Peebles,' said that worthy with his 
usual slow Scotch drawl. 

' Confound you,' said his lordship again, 
' why didn't you knock ?' 

' I knocked twice,' said Peebles, ' and 
got nae answer. Mr. Conseltine told me 
ye needed me.* 

Kilpatrick dropped the letter and the 
miniature back into the desk and closed 
and locked it before speaking again. 

* Is Feagus still below ?' 

* Ay,' said Peebles. * He's drinking 
with Mr. Conseltine and Mr. Richard. 
He's just as drunk as a lord — begging your 
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lordship's pardon. It's an old proverb, 
and like the most o' proverbs, it has its 
exceptions.* 

* Drunk, eh ?' said his lordship musingly. 

' Verra drunk !' said Peebles. ' It's 
seldom he gets such liquor as comes out 
o' your cellar, my lord.' 

' I suppose so,' said Kilpatrick absently ; 
* I suppose so. Well, you can help me 
to undress, Peebles, and then you can tell 
Mr. Feagus — you can tell him — tell him 
I'll write him regarding the business I 
have in hand.' 

Peebles, his face hidden in the darkness 
which surrounded the little circle of light 
cast by the reading-lamp, smiled sourly. 

'Verra weel, my lord,' he said; and 
Kilpatrick, rising, accepted his arm as a 
support to his bedroom. 

Half an hour later Peebles descended 
to the dining-room, where he found Mr. 
Feagus with his head on the table and one 
arm curled lovingly round an empty bottle. 
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It took some trouble to rouse him, and 
even when awakened he was for a time 
oblivious of his surroundings. At last, 
dimly defining the figure of Peebles, he 
took him for Blake, and rising with a sort 
of paralytic alertness, bade the old man 
stand upon his defence. Peebles, from a 
safe distance, proclaimed his identity ; 
thereupon the lawyer, relinquishing his 
pugnacious ardour, wept copiously, and 
would have embraced him. 

' Gang hame — gang hame, now !' said 
Peebles, repulsing him; thereupon Mr. 
Feagus's tears ran faster. ' My lord will 
send for ye if he should hae need o' 
ye.' 

* You'll come and have a drink with 
me, just for the sake of old times, Mr. 
Peebles ?' said Feagus. 

' Ye've had drink enough,' said Peebles ; 

' gang hame !' and bundled him through 

the French window opening on the lawn. 

Finding himself in the open air, Feagus 
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made straight by instinct for the high 
ro^d. Peebles stood at the window watch- 
ing him tacking and reeling along the 
path until he had passed out of sight, and 
was about to return and close the window, 
when he heard a voice hailing him — 
' Misther Paybles ! Misther Paybles !' 
Peering into the darkness, he made out a 
dim form approaching him. 
'Who is it ?' he asked. 

* 'Tis me, sure — Larry.' 

Peebles recognised the lad, a henchman 
of Desmond's, a village loafer, generally to 
be found in the company either of the 
Squireen or of Lady Dulcie's maid, Rosie. 

* Weel, Larry ! What hae ye there ?' 

* 'Tis a letther !' panted Larry. 

* For my lord ?' 

* No, 'tis for yourself.* 

* And where did ye get it ?' 

* I met a poor woman at the foot o' the 
hill, and she asked me if I knew one 
Misther Paybles. " Sure I do," says I. 
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" Then," ses she, " will ye earn the blessin' 
on a poor craythur by givin' this into his 
own hand ?" " I will," ses I — and here 
I am.' 

Peebles accepted the scrap of paper 
Larry held out to him, and walking to the 
chimneypiece, read it by the light of the 
lamp : * One who comes from Kenmare, 
and who knew Moya Macartney' — he 
started, but, remembering Larry's presence, 
controlled himself and read on — ' would 
like to speak with him who was the best 
of friends to that poor colleen before she 
died. Will you meet the writer at ten to- 
morrow night in the churchyard by the 
lake-side and hear her message, for poor 
Moya's sake ?' 

Peebles stood silent for a moment, the 
paper shaking in his fingers. 

• Who gave ye this, did ye say ?' he 
asked. 

* A stranger,' said Larry. * She said 
there was no answer.* 
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' Verra weel,' said Peebles, in a tone as 
near commonplace as he could make it. 
* I'll attend to it.' Larry saluted and 
vanished. 

Left alone, Peebles mused : 

* What's the meaning of this ? What 
mystery's here ? A droll kind o' message, 
and a droll kind o' place for an appoint- 
ment, and a droll hour o' the night for a 
respectable man to be gadding about a 
kirkyard. Weel, weel ! Maybe it's one 
of Moya's kin anxious to hear news aboot 
the bairn. Be she friend or foe, angel or 
deil, I'll be there.' 
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CHAPTER IV. 

A SURPRISE FOR DESMOND. 

Mr. Richard Conseltine, junior, was 
not a young man of brilliant parts, but, 
like most intellectually slow people, he 
made up for the paucity of his ideas by 
the intensity with which he dwelt on 
those he possessed. He had made up his 
mind quite easily and naturally that his 
uncle's belongings should come to him in 
their entirety along with the title. He had 
grown to early manhood in the unques- 
tioning belief that such would be the case. 
But now, to his amazement, he had 
learned of the real relationship existing 
between his uncle and the Squireen. Up to 
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that moment, Mr. Conseltine had thought 
it well to keep the knowledge from his 
son. 

The two boys had hated each other, 
almost at first sight, with a quiet instinc- 
tive ferocity as of cat and dog. In his 
sullen grudging fashion Richard detested 
all who were not subservient to his wishes 
and interests, and especially hated anybody 
who was his superior in matters in which 
he most desired to excel. Desmond, as 
bright and quick as he himself was lumpish 
and dull, compared with him to his disad- 
vantage at every turn. The poor Squireen, 
who owned not a single acre of soil, and 
was dependent upon Richard's uncle for his 
daily bread, for the clothes he wore, was 
the idol of the district. Mr. Richard 
Conseltine, the independent young gentle- 
man of birth and means, was everywhere 
tacitly, and not unfrequently overtly, set 
at naught. In those exercises which are 
popular in all rural districts, and especially 
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among the sport-loving people of Ireland, 
Desmond was easily Richard's master. 
He was the best shot, rider, angler, 
boxer, dancer, and fly-fisherman of his 
years in the county. He was handsome 
in person, and had with all women, young 
or old, that serene and beautiful assurance 
which of all masculine qualities recom- 
mends itself most instantly to the feminine 
heart. 

All women loved him, and did their 
best to spoil him. Every man and boy 
on the estate was his willing servant and 
accomplice in the freaks and frolics and 
breaches of discipline in which he de- 
lighted, confident that the simple excuse, 
' 'Twas the Squireen that asked me,' would 
be quite sufficient to calm the wrath of my 
lord or his agent, or even of the dreaded 
Mr. Peebles, before whom, it was popularly 
believed, even his lordship trembled. 

Richard could not but contrast this 
willing and eager service with the frigid 
64 



A SURPRISE FOR DESMOND 

obedience which was paid to him as the 
future owner of the soil. Had he been 
other than he was, he might have found a 
lesson in the contrast, and have penetrated 
the simple secret of Desmond's popularity, 
which lay more in his sunny good-temper, 
his quick sympathy, his courage and 
generosity, than in the physical superiorities 
which so galled his cousin's envious mind. 

Ideas, it has been said, were not common 
with Richard, but the evening of the 
events just recorded was made additionally 
memorable to him by the implanting of a 
new one in his mind. He had happened 
to pass on the terrace below the open 
window of the drawing-room during the 
conversation held between Lord Kilpatrick 
and the faithful Peebles. The window 
was open, and the calm evening air had 
brought one single utterance of the old 
servant's distinctly to his ears. 

'There's just a chance,' the deliberate 
Scotch voice had said, 'that Desmond, 
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when he kens ye're his father, will refuse 
to tak' a shilling o' your money.' 

Now, the moment Richard was made 
aware of Desmond's illegitimacy, the secret 
began to tremble at his lips. He longed 
to dash the insolent triumph of the name- 
less adventurer who diminished his chances 
of succession, and by every morsel he ate 
seemed to lessen the future possessions 
of the rightful heir. He was only re- 
strained from insulting Desmond on the 
score of his birth by his father's strenuous 
assurance that to touch on that matter 
might be to lose his uncle's favour at once 
and for ever. Conseltine senior had im- 
pressed that belief on him very forcibly. 
Richard rolled the sweet morsel of in- 
solence round his tongue a score of times, 
with a rich anticipation of the time when 
it should be safe to humiliate his adversary 
by full publicity. 

Peebles' words came to him as a verit- 
able revelation. For just a minute the 
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solution of the whole difficulty, so long 
sought, so ardently desired, seemed almost 
ludicrously easy. He had only to acquaint 
the Squireen with the truth in order to 
secure the even greater and much more 
solid pleasure of inheriting his uncle's 
estate. Then a doubt came and chilled 
him. We are all apt to fancy that our 
neighbour's conduct in any given condi- 
tions will closely resemble our own con- 
duct under like circumstances. Richard 
knew, and— no criminal being ashamed of 
his own instincts — confessed to himself 
quite openly and with no embarrassment, 
that if he, in Desmond's place, had learned 
the secret of his birth, the effects of the 
knowledge would certainly not be those 
foreshadowed by Peebles. Rather the 
contrary ! The stain on his name would 
have been an added claim on the generosity 
of the father who had so wronged him. 
Still, a fiery-ttempersd fool like Desmond 
might think differently. Peebles' words 
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stuck in his mind, and returned during the 
night with a constant reiteration, keeping 
sleep at arm's length. Again and again 
his clumsy imagination tried to realize the 
eiFects of the betrayal of the secret, until 
he determined to take the trouble to his 
father, and consult with him as to the best 
line of conduct to be followed. 

He descended to the breakfast-table to 
find my lord and his father seated together 
there, attended by Peebles, but neither 
Desmond nor Dulcie was present. In 
answer to a remark on their absence from 
Kilpatrick, Peebles deposed to having 
heard them laughing and talking on the 
lawn at least three hours earlier, and sug- 
gested that they had gone on one of their 
eternal excursions. Breakfast was almost 
over when they appeared, flushed and 
radiant. Kilpatrick had shown some testi- 
ness in remarking their absence, but Dulcie's 
good -morning kiss had quite dissipated 
his gloom, and he listened with a good- 
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tempered smile to their chatter about the 
morning's adventures. 

' Don't forget to come to the study, 
Desmond,' he said, as he rose and passed 
out on to the terrace with his newspaper. 

* All right, sir,' said Desmond. 
Conseltine also withdrew, leaving the 

three young people together, Richard 
sitting apart, and scowling angrily at 
Dulcie and her companion, who ignored 
his presence completely. 

' Dulcie,' he said suddenly, * won't you 
come into the drawing-room and teach 
me that song ? You promised, you 
know.' 

'Not now,' said the girl, 'I'm busy. 
I've got to go and look out my fishing- 
tackle.' 

* Are you going fishing ?' asked Richard. 
' Yes,' said Desmond ; * she's going with 

me.' 

* I wasn't addressing you,' said Richard. 

' Thank you for the honour you do me 
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in not addressing me !' said Desmond 
quietly. 

There was something in Richard's 
manner which the lad could not define, 
something more than usually insolent and 
offensive. 

'I really think, Dulcie,* said Richard, 
* that you might give us a little of your 
company now and then, instead of running 
all over the county like a madcap with all 
the tatterdemalions in the village. I wish 
we were back in Dublin, with civilized 
people about us.' 

* Really, Mr. Conseltine,' said Dulcie 
quietly, but with a manner which marked 
her sense of the side-sneer at Desmond, 
*I can choose my society without your 
assistance.' 

The lowering look which always rested 
on Richard's heavy features deepened. 

'No, you can't,' he said roughly; *or, at 
all events, you don't. You're getting your- 
self talked about all over the county, 
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wandering about like a girl off the hillside 
with any vagabond who ' 

* I beg your pardon,' interrupted Des- 
mond, with great smoothness of manner, 
but with a dangerous glitter in his eyes, 
•but civility costs nothing, Mr. Richard. 
Were you alluding to me at all ?' 

'Well,' said Richard, trying hard to 
revert to his usual manner of heavy inso- 
lence, but speaking angrily, ' and what if I 
was ?' 

' Why ' returned Desmond, rising. 

' Don't be afraid. Lady Dulcie, I'm not going 
to quarrel. If I've said or done anything 
to give offence to this kind, civil-spoken, 
amiable young gentleman, I'm willing and 
anxious to apologize. What's my offence, 
sir ?' 

' You hang too much about the Castle,' 
said Richard. ' I know his lordship en- 
courages you, but you ought to know better 
than to presume on his good-nature.' 

* Don't you think,* said Desmond quietly, 
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* that you might leave his lordship to say 
that ?' 

* You're not fit company for my cousin,' 
cried Richard hotly. 

Dulcie rose with an exclamation of anger, 
but Desmond laid his hand upon her arm, 
and she remained silent. 

' And don't you think,' continued Des- 
mond again, ' that you might leave that for 
your cousin to say? She hasn't said it yet.' 

' Said it !' cried Dulcie, in a white heat 
of anger ; ' why should I say it ? A gentle- 
man is fit company for anybody.' 

* A gentleman !' sneered Richard. * A 
gentleman ! Yes, but you should be able 
to tell the difference between the real 
article and the counterfeit.* 

' Oh !' said Desmond, quietly still, but 
with more keenly glittering eyes and a 
pulsating voice. ' And I suppose I'm the 
counterfeit ? Is that what you mean ?' 

'That is just what I mean,' returned 
Richard. 
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' Then,' said Desmond, * if Lady Dulcie 
will do us the honour to leave us to our- 
selves, or if you'll kindly step out on the 
lawn, the counterfeit will give the real 
article a taste of his quality.' 

' Desmond !' cried Dulcie. 

'All right. Lady Dulcie,' said Desmond, 
soothing her with his hand, and keeping 
his eye on Richard's face. 

The girl let the endearing tone and 
action pass unregarded. They stung Richard 
to fury. 

* You beggar !' he cried. 

Desmond made a step towards him ; 
Dulcie clung to him, beseeching him to 
be quiet. 

* Don't be alarmed, now,' said Desmond, 
with his Irish blood dancing in his veins, 
and his heart all aglow with love of battle. 
'We're only going to have a small civil 
kind of a fight, just to see how real 
he is!' 

Peebles, who had entered the room un- 
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observed, overheard these last words, and 
came between the combatants, 

* Master Desmond/ he said, * I'm surprised 
at ye. Ye'U no* disgrace his lordship's 
house by brawling in it, as if ye were in 
a tap-room or a hillside shebeen ?' 

* Stand out of the way, if you please, Mr. 
Peebles,' said Desmond. 

* That ril no' do,' returned the old Scot. 
* Ye'U just be a sensible lad, as I've always 
thought ye, and tell me what's the trouble. 
You're the calmest. Master Richard — 
what's a' the steer aboot ?' 

' I warned that ruffian,' said Richard, * to 
avoid my company. He retaliated, as you 
see, and ' 

'You insulted him cruelly !' cried Dulcie, 
with a heaving breast, and a glitter of tears 
in her soft eyes. * Never mind him, Des- 
mond — come away !' 

'Insult AmT cried Richard. Peebles' 
presence, and the near neighbourhood of 
his lordship, gave him some sense of 
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security, and Dulcie's obvious sympathy 
with the object of his antagonism enraged 
him beyond all control. * Insult him! By 
the powers ! Ask him who and what he is, 
and then you'll know what right he has to 
be in your company, or in the company of 
any young lady.* 

The anger half faded from Desmond's 
face, and gave way to something of a look 
of astonishment. 

* Who and what I am ?' he repeated. 
'Sure, I'm Desmond Macartney.' 

Richard repeated the name, and gave a 
scornful laugh. 

* And who has anything to say against 
me ? I'm as good a gentleman as your- 
self.' 

* That's a lie,' said Richard. ' You're a 
pauper, dependent on my uncle's charity 
for bread.' 

Peebles let out a slow growl of remon- 
strance and warning, through which 
Dulcie's voice sounded like the clear note 
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of a flute through the scraping of a violon- 
cello. 

• For shame !' she cried, her cheeks burn- 
ing with a hot flush of generous indigna- 
tion. 

' Shame !' cried Richard. ' If there's any 
shame, it's there !' He pointed his finger 
straight at Desmond. 

' Hold your fool's tongue !' said Peebles 
gruffly. 

' I will speak !' shouted Richard. ' Every- 
body knows — he knows — that his mother 
was a common peasant woman, and that 
he is my uncle's bastard !' 

Desmond sprang past Peebles with a 
cry, and struck his traducer in the face. 

'Keep him off!' cried Richard, white 
and reeling from the blow. ' Curse you, 
Peebles, why don't you keep him off?' 

' Ye fool !' said Peebles, with angry 
contempt. 'Ye pitiful, cowardly fool, 
'twad serve ye right if he beat the life Jot 
of your carcase !' 
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Desmond, blind with fury, had seized 
Richard by the throat. 

' Down on your knees !' he cried. 
' Take back those words !' 

Just then Kilpatrick's gray face and 
trembling figure appeared at the room 
door — none but Peebles saw him. 

* Take them back !' cried Desmond, 
raising his fist to strike again. 

* Let me go !' cried Richard desperately. 
Desmond's hand slackened on his collar. 

* Speak !' he cried. * Tell me, or Til 
strangle you ! Is it the truth ye've told 
me .? Is Lord Kilpatrick my father ?' 

* Yes,' cried Richard, ' and you know it !' 
Desmond released him, and fell back 

with a moan. Cur and coward as he knew 
the man to be, his words carried conviction. 
As by a lightning-flash, he read the mean- 
ing of a thousand details of his past life, 
which, thus illuminated, went to prove the 
truth. 

* My mother !' he said. * My mother ! 
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No, no! Don't say it — don't say it! Don't 
say it, for the love of God ! I can't bear 
it !' He broke into a terrible sob. 

* Ye're just the champion fool o' my 
experience,' said Peebles, as he passed 
Richard on his way to the door, to the 
frame of which Lord Kilpatrick was 
clinging, looking on the scene with haggard 
eyes. 

* You cad !* said Dulcie, flinging the 
word at Richard like a missile. 

* Peebles ! Desmond ! What's all this?' 
cried his lordship. 

* The secret's out, my lord,' said Peebles. 
' The poor lad knows he's your son.' 

Kilpatrick looked with a ghastly face 
towards Desmond, who glared back at him 
like one turned to stone. 

* Uncle,' cried Dulcie, * speak to him. 
Tell him it is not true.' 

' It is true,' said Kilpatrick hoarsely. 
Desmond, my boy, my son, speak to 
me!' 
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* You /' said Desmond. ' You — you are 
my father ?' 

Lord Kilpatrick tottered into the room 
and fell into a chair. 

* And my mother^ said Desmond — * my 
mother ? What of her V 

' She died, long years ago,' said his 
lordship. 

* Who was she ? Speak !' cried Des- 
mond — ' speak ! I must know !' 

* She was named Moya Macartney,' said 
Kilpatrick. * She was — she ' 

' She was not your wife ?' said the boy. 
• Then I am — I am what he called me !' 

' Convention !' cried Kilpatrick — * mere 
convention ! I acknowledge you as my 
son. Who will dare to point at you ? 
Take witness, all of you !' he cried, rising 
from his seat, ' Desmond Macartney is my 
son. Those who will receive him and 
treat him as such are welcome here. 
Those who will not, let them go their 
ways.' 
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* Uncle !' cried Dulcie, * God bless you ! 
Desmond ' 

* Hush, Lady Dulcie !' cried Desmond. 
' Don't speak to me now, or my heart 
will break. I was too happy to-day,' he 
said brokenly ; * I might have known that 
trouble was to come.' 

Kilpatrick made a movement towards 
him. 

* Keep back !' said Desmond. * Don't 
come near me ! I'm her son, not yours. 
I'll never eat your bread, or call you 
father.' 

So saying, he pushed his way past 
Peebles, who sought in vain to restrain 
him, and with one wild glance at the 
assembled group, rushed from the room 
and ran like a death-struck deer from 
Kilpatrick Castle. 
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CHAPTER V. 

LADY DULCIE OFFERS CONSOLATION. 

On Desmond's departure, Dulcie left the 
room, and ran swiftly to her own chamber. 
Her hurried ring at the bell was answered 
by her maid, Rosie. 

' Mr. Desmond has left the Castle,' said 
Lady Dulcie. * He has had a misunder- 
standing with his lordship. Follow him, 
and tell him not to leave the village till he 
sees me. Quick !' 

* Sure, there's no hurry,' said Rosie coolly. 

* But there is !' cried Dulcie. * The 
poor boy has quarrelled with Lord Kil- 
patrick, and vows that he will never 
come back.' 
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* He'll not lave the place without sayin' 
farewell to the boys at Widdy Daly's,' 
said Rosie. * There's a grand dance there 
to-night, and the whole counthryside will 
be there. I'll just go to the shebeen, 
and tell the widdy and the boys to kape 
on the watch for 'm, and lave word 
that I have a message for him from your 
ladyship.' 

Rosie's instinct had not deceived her, 
for that night Desmond was found sitting 
in the kitchen of the rude hostelry 
kept by the Widow Daly, listening 
to the strains of Patsey Doolan's fiddle, 
and sombrely watching the dance of boys 
and colleens, in which, for the first time 
during their long experience of him, he 
had declined to take part. Rosie delivered 
her message. Desmond heard it with a 
half-averted face, which did not hide from 
the girl's keen eyes a flush of pleasure on 
his cheek. He pressed her hand grate- 
fully, but shook his head with a sad smile. 
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* 'Tis like her, Rosie — 'tis like her. But 
that's all over now. What can she have to 
say to a poor devil like me ? She's up 
there with the reigning government of 
angels, and I'm down here with the 
opposition. Well, never mind ! The 
world's wide, and there's room in it some- 
where for us all. Don't stand staring at 
me there, Rosie, as if I was a show in a 
fair. There's Larry dying to shake the 
rheumatism out of his legs. Play up, 
Patsey, you rogue, and put the music into 
their heels !' 

* Ye '11 dance yourself, Mr. Desmond ?' 
said Rosie. * I'd be proud to stand out on 
the floor wid ye.' 

' And, sure,' said Larry, * I wouldn't be 
jealous if ye did!' 

' No, no,' said Desmond. ' Go and 
enjoy yourselves, and leave me to myself. 
Play up, play up !' he shouted wildly, ' and 
the devil take the hindmost !' 

Rosie and Larry left him with pitying 
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glances. The dance proceeded, the Squireen 
sitting apart and looking on with haggard 
eyes at the mirth he had so often 
shared. 

A sudden cessation of the music and the 
measured beat of feet upon the earthen 
floor made him look round. Lady Dulcie 
stood just within the door. 

* Lady Dulcie !' Desmond cried in as- 
tonishment, and rose and went towards 
her. ' What has brought you here ?* 

* I've come to speak to you,' she said. 
' Desmond, I must speak to you.* 

' But,' replied the boy, * this is no place 
for you.' 

* It's the place where you are,* said the 
girl, with a tender look shining in her eyes, 

* and that's enough for me.* 

Larry, standing arrested with his arm 
about Rosie's waist, caught the words. 
' D'ye hear that ?' he said to his partner. 
' Clare out, boys,* cried the widow. 

* There's the rale stuff in the next room ;' 
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and in a moment, as if by magic, the 
whole company melted away, — only Larry 
and Rosie lingering at the door. 

Widow Daly wiped the seat of a stool 
for her guest, and set it for her. 

* Sit ye down, my lady. Ye're kindly 
welcome.' 

Dulcie sat, looking up in Desmond's face. 

' She's the light of his eyes,' whispered 
Rosie to her sweetheart. * See how she 
looks at him.' 

' Ah !' said Larry, ' when will ye be 
afther lookin' at me like that f 

* When your desarts are ayqual to your 
impudence ! 

She curtsied, and drew Larry from the 
room after the others. The Widow Daly 
followed, dropping an ecstatic curtsey 
before she disappeared. 

There was a long pause. Desmond sat 
looking sadly at the fire. 

* Desmond !' 

' Yes, Lady Dulcie.' 
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' Dulcie to you, now and always,' she 
said, taking his hand. 

' Don't, don't !' said the lad. * I can't 
bear it. I'd rather you let me drift away 
from you like a leaf on the running water. 
I can bear all the rest, but not your pity.' 

' It's not pity that brings me here,' said 
the warm-hearted girl, with all her heart 
in her face. ' It's something more. I've 
come to ask your forgiveness.' 

' My forgiveness !' cried Desmond. 
* For what ?' 

'For all my foolish ways — my thought- 
less words. I ought to have known better. 
But we were both so young. Well, I was 
a child this morning, but seeing your 
trouble, I feel to-night like an old, old 
woman.' 

* Ah ! You're still what you always 
were, Dulcie, sweet and beautiful. 'Twas 
on a sunny summer's day God made ye, 
and 'twas the brightest bit of work He 
ever did !' 
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• You're not going away, Desmond ?' 
she besought him. 

• I must,' he answered. 

* I came to ask you for your father's 
sake, for mine, to stay a little while. You 
will, Desmond ? For my sake !' 

• They're words to conjure with, Dulcie,* 
said Desmond. * But sure I can't. D'ye 
know what they'll all be calling me ? 
D'ye know what name they'll soon be 
giving me ? How can I stay and look you 
in the face .?' 

* Oh, Desmond,' she pleaded, * your 
father ' 

* Don't spake of him !' cried Desmond. 

' He loves you, Desmond. He'd give 
his right hand to put things right. If you 
will remain he will acknowledge you as 
his son — make you his heir.' 

Desmond shook his head. 

'He can't give me the one thing I 
want,* said Desmond proudly and sadly. 
* He can't take the blot off my name, the 
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stain off my mother's. He can't turn back 
the years and bring her from the grave.' 

' He can make amends,* said Dulcie. 
' He will' 

* It's too late for that, too,' answered 
Desmond. 'Ah, spare me, Dulcie! Don't 
speak of it ! Don't remind me of my 
disgrace !* 

* Your disgrace ?' repeated Dulcie. 
'Where is the disgrace to you? Where 
there is no sin there can be no shame; 
and you are innocent. Desmond, there are 
others who care for you. There's one,' 
she added softly, ' who would give all the 
world to see you happy. Don't make her 
miserable by going away.' 

' You mean that ?' cried the boy. ' No ? 
Oh, Dulcie, don't be too good to me ! 
Don't let me think you care for me !' 

' Why not, when I do care for you ?' 
returned the girl. ' And I do, I do !' She 
took his hand and rose from her seat. ' I 
think you're very ungrateful.' 
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' Ungrateful ! To ym P 

' Yes. You think me a child still, a 
doll, with no heart, or head, or will of 
my own. Ah ! you don't know me. If 
you were to say, now, "Dulcie, I want 
you," I'd follow you to the end of the 
world.' 

' Dulcie !' He stretched his arms 
towards her, but fell back and let them 
drop at his sides again, * I daren't ! I 
mustn't ! There's a great black river run- 
ning between you and me.' 

Dulcie laughed with the old dashing 
spirit, so alien to his own. 

' Then show your pluck. Strip off your 
coat, plunge in, and swim across the river ! 
I'll help you up the bank when you reach 
the other side.' 

* Oh, Dulcie ! my darling !* Desmond 
caught her in his arms with a sudden gust 
of passion, and strained her to his breast. 

' Duke, dulce domum !' she said with 
another laugh, though her own eyes were 
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brimming. ' You may kiss me if you 
like,' she added with ineffable droUness. 
Choking with tears, he pressed his lips to 
her face. ' That's a dreadfully damp kiss. 
Sure, you've swallowed the river. . . . No, 
you shan't go. I've got you, and I mean 
to keep you.' 

* You — you love me, Dulcie ?' said Des- 
mond, breathless with wonder and delight. 

'A wee Httle bit,' said Dulcie; 'just the 
least little bit in the world. Now, just sit 
down like a good sensible boy and listen 
to me. No more nonsense, if you please, 
about " shame " and *' disgrace." Our 
parents don't consult us as to the how and 
the where of our being born, and I don't 
see why we should trouble our heads about 
them ! A boy's a boy, and a girl's a girl, 
and this boy and girl quite understand 
each other. Don't we .?' she asked, nest- 
ling up to him. * I never knew you to be so 
backward before, Desmond ! That river has 
washed all the old impudence out of you.' 
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Her raillery could not altogether con- 
quer Desmond's gloom. 

* It can't be, Dulcie. You're only 
opening the door to a fool's paradise for 
me. I've lived in one long enough. 'Tis 
time I came out and looked at the world 
as it is. It can never be. It's madness to 
think of it. Even if it were different, 
even if the trouble had never fallen on me, 
I could never have hoped to win you. 
You're a lady. I'm only the Squireen.' 

'You've grown mighty humble all of 
a sudden,' said Dulcie. ' You weren't like 
this only this afternoon. After I'd waded 
with you across the pool, you had the im- 
pudence to kiss my shoes.' 

'Sure I did,' replied Desmond. *And 
I'm ready now to kiss your feet.' 

'That's better,' said Dulcie, nestling 
nearer yet. ' That's more like the old 
Desmond. But a boy of taste would look 
a little higher. The mouth's prettier, and 
more '* convanient," as you'd call it. 

91 



LADY KILPATRICK 

Ah !' she continued, with a sudden gush of 
tenderness, ' don't think me too bold ! 
don't think me an outrageous little flirt ! 
It wasn't till I felt your trouble that I 
knew my own heart, and learned that I 
loved you so much.' She broke into a 
sudden sob. 'Tell me you're not miser- 
able any more !' 

* Miserable !' cried Desmond, almost 
sobbing too ; ' I'm the most miserable and 
the happiest man in Ireland. But, oh, 
Dulcie, darling, I've sworn * 

* But you mustn't !' said Dulcie, laying 
her fingers on his lips. * My sweetheart 
mustn't swear.' 

' I mean, Dulcie, that while this shadow 
is over me I can never hold my head 
up again. I must leave this place. 
I've neither land nor title, father nor 
mother * 

* I don't want your land or your title,' 
interrupted Dulcie, ' nor your father and 
mother. I want you, and I've got you, 
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and I shall keep you. Try to get away if 
you dare ! You can't !' 

A sound behind them made them both 
start, and, turning quickly, Desmond be- 
held Peebles standing in the doorway. 
He turned away to brush the tears from 
his eyes, but Dulcie hailed the intruder 
with delight. 

* Come in, Mr. Peebles,' she cried, * and 
talk to this stubborn boy. He won't 
listen to me a bit.' 

' Is that so ?' said Peebles dryly, scratch- 
ing at the scrap of gray whisker which 
decorated his cheek. ' I thought jest noo 
he seemed very attentive to your discourse ! 
Desmond, laddie,' he continued, * my lord 
has sent me after you. Noo, noo, ye'll 
just hear me deliver my message. He's 
oot of his mind, almost, clean daft, and 
neither pancreatic emulsion nor leever pills 
will hae much power to help him through 
in this trouble, I'm thinking.' 

' Tell Lord Kilpatrick from me,' said 
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Desmond, when he could trust his voice, 
' that I've nothing more to say to him.' 

' Hoot, lad !' said Peebles. ' Blood's 
thicker than water. Ye can't shake off 
the ties of relationship in that fashion, and 
cast awa' your father like an old glove. 
For, after all, ye ken, he is your father.' 

* No !' said Desmond. ' He's no father 
of mine.' 

' Then he himself is sairly mista'en,' 
quoth the old servitor. * He's been leevin' 
for years under that impression !* 

' The man who broke my mother's heart 
is neither kith nor kin to me ! Dulcie, 
good-bye! God bless you for all your 
goodness. You must try to forget me.' 

' Oh, Desmond !' cried the girl, ' you 
can't leave us ; you can't, dear. Stay ! 
Stay for my sake, I implore you !' 

' To be pointed at by everyone as the 
wretched thing I am. To know that my 
mother's name is a byword, and I myself 
am an outcast. You don't know what it is 
you ask me. 'Tis more than I can do.' 
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' For my sake, Desmond !* 

' I can't/ cried the poor, proud boy ; * 1 
can't, even for your sake.' 

' And where are ye going ?' asked 
Peebles. * Eh, Desmond, lad, what will 
ye do?' 

* Do ! Hide myself at any rate from 
those that have known me. The world's 
wide, old friend ; don't fear for me !' 

And he made a movement to the door. 

' Stop !' cried Peebles. ' Since ye "will 
gang, listen to a word I hae to say to you. 
Never think shame o' the mother that 
bore ye, Desmond. / kenned her, lad ; I 
kenned her weel. She was a brave 
woman, as true and honest as she was 
loving, and 'twas for your sake that she 
took the weary road o' death.' 

Desmond broke into sobs again, and the 
old man, seeing him thus softened, went 
on : 

* There's jest one thing ye'll promise 
me, lad. Before ye gang awa', see me 
once more, and maybe I can help ye yet.' 
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' I'll promise you that,' said Desmond, 
' if you'll give me a promise in return. 
You'll tell me all about my mother ?' 

' Ay, lad, I'll tell ye all I ken. There's 
no word o' shame for her in all the story, 
whatever shame there may be for others.' 

' All I think of now,' continued Des- 
mond, ' is the thought of the grief I 
brought her.* 

'Ne'er believe it, lad,' cried the old 
man ; ' ne'er believe it. Ye brought her 
comfort and hope.' He wiped his eyes. 
* Many's the time I've grat o'er your 
cradle, and noo, old fool that I am, I'm 
greeting again. Bide a bit, lad ; God may 
help us yet ! There, there !' he continued, 
as the impulsive young- fellow threw his 
arms about him, * ye'U not be for hugging 
old Peebles. Tak' the little lass in your 
arms, and gie her one more kiss for luck !' 

* Desmond !' cried Dulcie, stretching her 
arms to him. 

* My conscience !' said Peebles, as the 
lovers embraced, ' if I'd your youth, and 
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siccan a mouth to kiss, I wadna care if the 
Deil himsel' was my progenitor !' 

' Good-bye, my darHng !' sobbed Des- 
mond. ' Good-bye, and God Almighty 
bless ye ! I must go. Good-bye, good-bye !' 

He tore himself from her arms, and ran 
out of the house. Dulcie sank back upon 
a bench, and her tears ran unrestrainedly, 

* Tak' heart. Lady Dulcie, tak' heart,* 
said the good old man, patting her shoulder 
with one hand, as he wiped his own eyes 
with the other. ' It's a sair trouble, but 
we'll maybe reconcile them yet.' 

' Oh, Mr. Peebles !' sobbed the girl. ' I 
love him !' 

' Any fool could see that,' said the old 
man, with a chuckle which was half a sob. 
* I love him, too, the rascal ! Ye must 
hasten home, Lady Dulcie. My lord 
needs watching, and 'tis weel ye should be 
with him, for the boy's sake.' 

Dulcie dried her tears, and called Rosie, 
who answered the summons at once. 
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' You'll take care of him ?' she said to 
Peebles. * You'll see that he comes to no 
harm ?' 

* Trust me for that,' said Peebles. 
* There, there, my bonny doo, tak' com- 
fort. He'll be yours yet.' 

* Oh, how good you are !' cried Dulcie. 
She threw her arms about his neck, and 
kissed him on either cheek with right 
goodwill. ' That's for Desmond's sake. 
Mind, I trust in you.* 

Left alone, Peebles stood for some 
moments in a cataleptic condition, till he 
recovered his senses, and refreshed his 
brain with a liberal pinch of snufF from 
his waistcoat pocket. 

* Peebles, ye old villain !' he said to 
himself, ' what's gone wi' your morality, 
lettin' the lassies kiss you at your age ! 
Aweel ! a kiss like that from a pure lass is 
better than a bad man's blessing. Never 
fear, Lady Dulcie, nae mischief shall befall 
Desmond Macartney if / can save him.' 
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THE MEETING IN THE GRAVEYARD. 

That same night a cold round moon was 
shining on the old graveyard where the 
people of Kilpatrick had for many genera- 
tions buried their dead — a place of green 
and grassy graves, with here and there a 
simple cross of stone or wood. It was a 
lonely place, a lonely hour, and with the 
rising moon came a chilly night wind, 
stealing from grave to grave, and lifting 
the grass upon them as a cold hand might 
lift the hair of human heads. 

The silence of the spot was broken by 
the sound of a slow but firm footstep 
approaching along the quiet by-road that 
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led to the village. A tall woman, with 
a shawl about her head, and clad in a 
material so dark as to pass for black in 
the moonlight, entered the graveyard, and 
stood looking towards the distant sea. 
She looked long and earaestly before she 
spoke. 

' It's the time I named,* she murmured 
in a deep, inward-sounding voice. 'Will 
he come, I wonder ? Maybe he'll think 
it's an idle message, and never guess who 
sent it, for he thinks me dead and gone 
long years ago. I must speak with him, 
and hear tidings of my boy. Oh, saints 
in heaven, that know the achings of a 
mother's heart, ye've given me strength to 
bear my trouble all these years — give me 
strength now, and pity the wakeness that 
brought me here, maybe to get a glimpse 
of my darling son !' 

She leaned against a ragged, wind-blown 
tree, with her forehead supported on her 
arm; then, slipping to the ground, bent 
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her head in prayer — an appeal of which only 
an occasional word could have been heard 
by any chance listener, though the fervour 
of her supplication shook her whole body 
with a passionate tremor. She was so 
lost for the moment to all sense of her 
surroundings that a loud and cheerful 
whistle, coming along the path she had 
herself travelled but a few minutes pre- 
vious, fell unheeded on her ear, and the 
gravedigger, returning for his pick and 
shovel, was close upon her before she 
recognised his presence. 

She rose with a start, and the sudden- 
ness of her apparition made the intruder's 
music stop with a ludicrous suddenness. 

'Musha!' he cried. 'What's that at 
all ? 'Tis a woman ! Bedad, I took ye 
for a ghost !' 

* I'm flesh and blood, like yourself,' she 
answered. 

* But why were ye kneeling there f he 
asked, still fearfully. 
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'I was only saying a prayer,* she 
answered. 

' A mighty lonesome place to say your 
prayers in,* said the gravedigger, crossing 
himself. ' Unless,' he added as an after- 
thought, and more gently, * ye've any kith 
or kin lying here.' 

' No,' said the woman ; ' I am a stranger.' 

* Well, good luck t' ye, whoever y' are,' 
said the gravedigger. 'I'll just get the pick 
and the spade, and lave ye to your devo- 
tions.' He jumped into an open grave at 
a little distance. * I can finish this in the 
morning,' he added to himself. * Another 
two feet '11 do it' 

* Who's to be buried there V she asked, 
as he clambered out with his tools in his 
hand. 

' A poor colleen that kilt herself for 
love. Leastways, she drowned herself, but 
wint out of her mind first, to make sure of 
Christian burial. Are ye livin' hereabouts, 
my woman ?' 



THE MEETING IN THE GRAVEYARD 

' Yes,' she answered. * I've a lodging 
down at the old mill.' 

' Musha !' said the gravedigger, * that's 
a lonesome place.' 

' The more fit, maybe,' she answered, 
' for a lonesome woman.' 

' Will ye be going now ?' asked the man, 
looking at her with some anxiety. 

* Presently,' she answered. ' Sure, I'm 
doing no harm.' 

' Sorra the bit,' he said ; ' but I'm 
thinking that there's not many women — 
nor men ayther, for that matter — who'd 
care to walk this graveyard at night, when 
the fairies walk it. Well, tastes differ, and 
so good luck t' ye.' 

* And good luck to you !* the woman 
answered. 

The man shouldered his tools and went 
off, resuming his interrupted whistle. The 
woman looked anxiously down the road. 

* It's past the time I named,' she said to 
herself, * and no sign of him yet.' 
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She walked to the low wall which 
separated the graveyard from the road, and 
stood there, watching so keenly that the 
sound of a footstep approaching from the 
opposite side of the churchyard failed to 
wake her attention. The unseen wayfarer, 
who was no other than Mr. Feagus, re- 
turning homewards after a wettish evening 
with a client beyond the village, caught 
sight of her tall, gaunt figure clearly out- 
lined against the pale flood of moonlight 
which deluged the sky. 

' Who's that, now ?* he asked himself, 
with a start, — ' a woman, or a taisch ? — a 
Christian soul, or an ugly spirit ? Wake 
my soul to glory ! I'm sorry I took this 
road, for it's lonesome for a lawyer with 
long arrears of conscience to make up ; 
and, faith, here's another of 'em coming 
the way I came myself. No, 'tis a man 
this time, a living man, bless the saints ! 
I'll step along with him for company. 
Am I drunk or dreamin'? 'Tis that old 
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omadhaun, Peebles the steward! 'Tis 
mighty queer ! What can bring a quiet 
man like that down here at night-toime ? 
If it's an assignation with that female ? 
The old rascal ! I'll keep out of his way, 
and watch what he's after.' 

He slid cautiously over the wall, and 
established himself in the deepest shadow, 
just as Peebles' lean figure emerged into 
clear moonlight. 

The old man paused at the wicket- 
gate. 

' I saw someone here — I'd swear till it, 
and noo there's nae sign of any living thing. 
Lord save us ! it's a gruesome place. Well, 
gruesome or no gruesome, I'll e'en see it 
through. She's there !' he exclaimed, 
catching sight of the woman's figure. 
*Ahem ! Was't you, lass, that sent the 
message to Mr. Peebles ?' 

The woman turned eagerly. 

* Yes, sir !' she cried. * I sent for you !* 

* Good e'en t' ye, whoever ye are,' said 
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Peebles. ' I'm here at your service, though 
I ken little enough what it is ye want o' 
me. 'Twas of Moya Macartney ye wanted 
to speak — the puir lassie that died lang 
syne ?' 

• Of Moya Macartney, sure enough,' 
answered the woman. * But she never 
died, sir. She's alive this day, and nearer 
than ye think !' 

' Lord save us !' exclaimed Peebles. 
' You say she's living ! Moya Macartney 
living }' 

The woman turned her face to the moon- 
light, and let her shawl, which had hidden 
it, fall back upon her shoulders. The old 
man stepped nearer, peering on her with a 
look of mingled expectation, incredulity, 
and superstitious horror. The face was 
white, thin, and wrinkled, but he recog- 
nised it in a moment; and as the great 
black eyes dwelt on Peebles' face, the thin 
lips murmured a name which struck on 
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his astonished ears like a veritable echo 
from the grave. 

' Moya !' he cried, ' Moya Macartney ! 
No ! It can't be !' 

' It is, sir,' said Moya. ' I'm Moya 
Macartney. Old and gray now, Mr. 
Peebles, but the same colleen ye knew^ 
once in Kenmare.' 

The hidden listener raised his head 
cautiously. 

* Saints preserve us !' he muttered, and 
taking advantage of Peebles' wonder and 
consternation, crept nearer to him and his 
companion. 

* Meeracle of meeracles !* cried the old 
man. He extended a trembling hand, and 
took that which Moya held out in answer. 
It was as real as, and warmer and steadier 
than, his own. * Ay ! ye're flesh and 
blood ; but — what does it mean ?' 

* Sure, it's a long story,' said Moya ; 
' but I'll tell it ye in as few words as I can. 
When I left my child and went away 
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broken-hearted, I little thought to live 
another day ; but my courage failed me, 
and I feared to face my Maker before my 
time. I lived on, unknown and far aw^ay. 
But I heard new^s from time to time of my 
son. I knev/ that he was growing up 
happy, and ignorant, thank God, of his 
mother's shame.' 

'Puir lass !' said Peebles. *Puir lass ! 
And it's been for his own sake that ye've 
held aloof from him all these years — never 
shown your face or spoke a word !' 

* Sure, why should I ? 'Twas enough 
for me to think that maybe, when he 
thought that I was dead, my lord's heart 
might be turned to the poor friendless boy, 
and that he might crape into his father's 
heart and earn his love. I said to myself a 
thousand times, " God bless him ! I'll 
never disgrace him. He shall never learn 
that his mother's still living on this weary 
earth." ' 

' But ye've come at last, Moya,* said 
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Peebles, wiping his eyes ; * ye've come at 

last to ' 

' Only to hear of his happiness — only, 
maybe, to get one glimpse of his face. Oh, 
sir, if I could do that same, I'd die happy, 
for the heaviness of years is on me, and I've 
not long to live. Speak to me ! Tell me 
of him ! Is he well and happy ?' 

* Weel ?' repeated Peebles. * Ay, he's 
weel enough. Happy } Ay, he's as happy 
as most folk, for it's a wearyin' world.' He 
paused, looking pityingly at Moya, and 
tien resumed in a hesitating manner: 'I've 
news for ye that I fear will not be over 
welcome to ye. 'Twas only yesterday he 
learned the truth. He found oot that 
Lord Kilpatrick was his father, and with 
that, poor lad, he shook the dust from 
his feet and fled away from his father's 
house.' 

♦ My God !' cried Moya. ' But who 
tould him ? Not you, sure ?' 

• I ?' cried Peebles — * I, that hae guarded 
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the secret these eighteen years, and burdened 
my conscience with endless lees for the poor 
lad's sake and yours ! No, no, Moya, He 
was taunted wi' his birth by a wicked 
whelp — his cousin, Richard Conseltine's 
son, and a' came oot.' 

' And then ?' cried Moya. 

' My lord begged him to stay, offered to 
make him his lawful heir, but he refused 
the siller and cursed his father in his 
mother's name. Ah, don't, greet, woman, 
or I'll be greeting too. Your name's 
deepest in the lad's heart, and first upon 
his lips.' 

*God bless him !' sobbed the heartbroken 
mother. * But what shall I do } What 
shall I do ?' 

' Let me take ye to him,' said Peebles. 
' Eh, lass, but the boy's heart will leap for 
joy to know ye're alive.' 

* No !' said Moya, shrinking back. ' No, 
no ! Let things be as they are. It's betther, 
far betther, that he should think me dead. 
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Alive, I shall only shame him more. Just 
let me see him, let me look into his eyes 
and hear his voice — 'tis all I ask of the 
blessed saints, and I'll go back to where I 
came from and never trouble him again.' 

At that moment, as if in answer to the 
impassioned prayer of that lonely heart, a 
voice rose at a hundred yards' distance. 
Peebles started at the sound : 

' Tho' I lave thee for ever, my darling, and go, 
Thine image shall haunt me in sunshine and 

snow; 
Like the light of a star shining over the foam, 
Thy face shall go with me wherever I roam.' 

* Lord save us !' cried Peebles. * 'Tis 
himself.' 

* Who ?' cried Moya wildly. * Des- 
mond .? My son ?' 

* Ay ! your son Desmond. Wheest, 
woman ! He's coming this way.' 

' Though waves roll between us, sweet star of my 
love, 
Thy voice calls unto me ' 
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Desmond's voice rose again as he spoke, 
nearer and more distinct. 

' Mr, Peebles !' he cried, pausing in his 
song to scrutinize his old friend's figure in 
the moonlight. ' It's late for you to be 
out here among the graves. Who's that 
with ye ?' 

Peebles hesitated. Moya touched him 
lightly on the arm. 

' It's just a poor peasant body. She's 
strange to these parts, and was asking the 
way.' 

Moya had gathered her shawl about her 
face again, and a sob broke from her. 

' Sure she's in trouble,' Desmond added 
pityingly. 

'Yes, sir,' said Moya, conquering herself, 
* I'm in bitter trouble. And by the same 
token there's trouble in your heart too.' 

' In mine ?' said Desmond, forcing a 
laugh, not very successfully. 

*Ye favour one I used to know,' said 
Moya. ' Will ye tell me your name, sir f ' 
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* My name ?' said Desmond hesitatingly. 
' Well, why not ? My name's Desmond 
Macartney.' 

' Desmond Macartney !' the woman re- 
peated. ' I'll not forget it. Sure I'd once 
a boy of me own, as swate to look upon as 
yourself. It's proud your mother should 
be of such a son.' 

* My mother is dead,' said Desmond. 
' She died long ago — when I was but a 
child. Good-night t' ye, and God help ye 
through your trouble.' 

'Where are you going, Desmond?' asked 
Peebles. 

*To the farm yonder; they'll put me 
up for the night.' 

* Wait for me there to-morrow. I must 
see you.' 

'I'll wait,' said Desmond. He looked 
again at Moya, who was crying unre- 
strainedly. ' Poor soul !' he said. * She 
seems to have a heavy grief.' 
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' She has,' said Peebles. * She's lost all 
the folk she loves.' 

'Like me,' sighed Desmond. 'Well, 
well ! " Though I lave thee for ever," ' he 
began singing again as he turned away, till 
interrupted by the stranger's voice. 

' Sir — Mr. Desmond !' cried the woman 
suddenly, ' they say that the blessing o' one 
broken heart may help to heal the trouble 
of another. Will ye bend down in this 
holy place and take a poor creature's bless- 
ing?' 

' Sure,' said Desmond, * it's only one 
blessing in the whole world that I seek, 
and that I can never have — the blessing of 
my own dead mother.' 

' Maybe it might come through me ! 
I'm a mother, too !' 

'Humour her, laddie,' said Peebles 
gently. ' Humour her. Her sorrow's 
great.' 

Desmond took off his cap and knelt 
with bent head. It seemed long before 
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the voice broke the solemn stillness, but 
when at last it was audible, it was strangely 
firm. 

* May the Lord watch over ye, now and 
for ever ! May the mouth of the mother 
that bore ye spake through me, and bring 
ye happiness, health, and peace. May 
your days be long in the land, till you're 
old and gray like me. But, oh, may ye 
never know my trouble or lose what I have 
lost. Amen ! Amen !' 

'And may God bless youF said Desmond, 
rising, deeply touched by the solemn words 
and the deep rich voice which had spoken 
them. 

'And now,' said Moya, 'will ye let a 
poor crathure kiss your forehead, for the 
sake of her own son that she'll never see 
again ?' She took his head between her 
hands and pressed her lips to his brow in a 
long embrace. 'The Lord be with you, 
Desmond Macartney.' 

With no other word, she turned and 
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left the graveyard, Peebles following her 
after a hasty reminder to Desmond of their 
engagement for the morrow. 

It was not till some minutes later, when 
Desmond's voice rose again on the air at a 
considerable distance, and the figures of 
Moya and Peebles had disappeared, that 
Feagus rose to his feet. 

* Monomondiaoul !' he said softly to 
himself. ' Moya Macartney alive ! And 
what will me lord and Mr. Conseltine say 
to that, I wonder f ' 
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CHAPTER VIL 

BLAKE, OF BLAKe's HALL. 

Lady Dulcie, wending her way back 
from the shebeen to the Castle under the 
escort of Rosie and the faithful Larry, 
dried her tears resolutely, and did her best 
— no hard task at sweet eighteen, with love 
as an ally — to look on the bright side of 
things. Desmond would never leave her 
for long, of that she felt assured. He 
might go out into the world to seek his 
fortune, and, of course, one so brave, 
generous, handsome, and altogether admir- 
able, could hardly fail to find it ; but his 
success or failure would never, she told 
herself, make any difference to her. The 
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day was not far off when she would be her 
own mistress, and then no spite of accident 
or design should hold her from her lover's 
arms. 

As she and her companions came upon 
the confines of the Castle grounds two 
dusky figures approached them, and she 
made out by the faint light of the rising 
moon that they were Mr, Conseltine and 
his son Richard. They saluted her silently, 
to her great relief, and she passed by. 

* She's been to meet that blackguard 
bastard, I suppose,' muttered Richard 
between his teeth. * Damn him !' 

' With all my heart !' responded his 
senior. ' Damn him, by all means ! Your 
blunder of the morning has turned out 
better than I had dared to hope ; but it 
was a blunder all the same.' 

' It might have been,' returned Richard ; 
* but, so far, it has answered. We've got 
the brute out of the house, and it won't be 
my fault if he gets in again.' 
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* 'Twas too bold a stroke, lad,' said 
Conseltine. * You show your cards too 
openly — you play too boldly. If the 
proud-stomached young ass had only had a 
little common-sense, he might have con- 
solidated his position with your uncle. 
Henry was in the mood to do anything, to 
commit any folly, after you insulted the 
boy.' 

' I couldn't help it,' returned Richard. 
' I hate the cad to such an extent that I'd 
have shouted his shame in his face if it 
had cost me every penny I have and every 
penny I expect from Kilpatrick.' 

'You're a fool,' said his father, smoothly 
as ever. It required a good deal to shake 
the elder Conseltine from his calm 
cynicism. * And if you think the game's 
won just because you've insulted the 
Squireen and got him out of the Castle for 
a single day, you're a bigger fool than I 
ever thought you — and that's not saying a 
little. The game's only begun. Henry's 
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fond of the brat — absence will make him 
fonder still. It's quite on the cards that 
he may leave every stick and stone of his 
property to him and strand you w^ith the 
barren title. Keep out of his way. He 
never liked you, and now he likes you less 
than ever. Leave him to me. Leave 
Dulcie alone, too. Don't be trying to 
excuse yourself, or trying to make love to 
her ; you'll only make bad a deal worse. 
Who's that in front of us ? — your eyes are 
younger than mine.' 

* It's that drunken scoundrel Blake.* 

' Blake !' repeated Conseltine, and fell 
into a slower step. ' Well, 'tis lucky, 
on the whole. 'Tis as well he should 
know.* 

' Know what ?' asked Richard. 

* Know all there is to be known about 
this business of the Squireen,* answered 
the elder. 

' What affair is it of his ?' 

* That you'll not learn from me,* re- 
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sponded his father : ' not yet, at least. 
If it's ever necessary you should know, I'll 
tell you. Meanwhile, keep a still tongue 
and an open eye. It's to the shebeen he's 
going — we'll follow him.' 

They were close behind Blake's heels 
by the time he had reached the door of 
the alehouse. He lurched round and faced 
them. 

* The divil and his imp,' he remarked, 
as a polite salutation, and stumbled across 
the threshold with no further greeting 
than a drunken laugh. 

Peebles was in the kitchen, finishing 
a drink of whisky, and chatting with the 
widow. 

* Hullo ! my king o' Scots,' hiccuped 
Blake. ' You here ? Drinkin', too ! 
Ye've taken to decent habits in your old 
age. Here ! you'll have another drink 
with me.' 

* Indeed but I'll no',' replied the senten- 
tious old Scot. 
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* You won't ! You won't drink ?' 

' Yes, with my friends,' returned Peebles ; 
' but I see none o' them here! 

He set his glass upon the table, nodded 
to the widow, and went out to keep his 
already recorded interview with Moya in 
the churchyard. 

Blake laughed with drunken good 
humour. 

' 'Tis a brave boy, old Peebles ! He 
doesn't trust me, but, after all, 'tis a ques- 
tion of taste, and no gentleman quarrels on 
such a ground. Bedad, I'm dry.' He 
searched his pockets, and found them 
empty. * Here, you spalpeen,' he con- 
tinued, accosting Richard, ' pay for a 
drink for me. Sure, 'twill be a luxury 
for you, and one you don't often enjoy.' 

* Bring some whisky, if you please, Mrs. 
Daly,' said Conseltine smoothly, before 
Richard could muster his heavy wits to 
retort. * Sit down, Blake, and listen to me. 
Are ye sober enough to talk business ?' 
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* I'm as sober as I need be,' responded 
Blake ; * and more sober than I want to be, 
at this hour o' the night.' 

* That's easily cured,' said Conseltine 
dryly, handing him a charged tumbler; 
' but don't go too fast — this is business.' 

' Discoorse,' said Blake, tossing off the 
spirit, ' and I'll listen.' 

The widow still lingered about the 
room, making pretence of trifling with 
some household task. Conseltine with a 
smooth voice bade her leave them to them- 
selves, and she obeyed, after which he rose, 
and for greater security closed the door 
leading to the road. 

' Ye're mighty mysterious,' said Blake. 
' What is it, at all ?' 

' Have you heard what happened at the 
Castle this morning ?' asked Conseltine, 
leaning across the rude table at which the 
two were seated, and speaking in a 
whisper. 

' How the divil should I ?' asked Blake. 
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' I've not been out of bed an hour, and I'd 
be there still, but the whisky gave out, 
and I kem here to w^et my whistle.' 

' 'Tis better ye should hear it from me 
than from another,' said Conseltine, in 
the same tone of extreme caution. ' My 
son here made a fool of himself this 
morning.' 

' Did he, now ?' returned Blake, with a 
laugh. ' Sure his Creator did that for 
him twenty years ago.' 

* He had a row with the Squireen, 
young Desmond Macartney, and let out 
what he knew about his birth.' 

' 'Tis the first time I knew that he knew 
anything about it,' said Blake. * Was it 
you that trusted him with such a secret ?' 

' Never mind how he came to know,' 
returned Conseltine. ' He learned the 
secret. Desmond provoked him, and he 
blurted it out before everybody — Lady 
Dulcie, my brother, Peebles and all.' 

' And he's here to tell the tale ?' said 
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Blake, with an air of drunken surprise. 
* Bedad, I'm a good man with my fists, 
but 'tis not I that would like to tell the 
Squireen that story.' 

* Listen ! Listen !' said Conseltine, beat- 
ing the tops of his fingers on the table 
a little impatiently. 

' D'ye mean to sit there, Dick Consel- 
tine,' said Blake, * an' tell me that that rip 
of a son o' yours told the Squireen all that, 
and there was no fight V 

' Devil a bit of a fight,' answered 
Conseltine. * The boy was knocked clean 
out of time by the information. Well, 
when he came to, his lordship told 
him he'd acknowledge him before the 
world.' 

' His lordship's a gentleman !' cried 
Blake. ' By the Lord, he is ! If only he 
could hold a dacent skinful o' liquor, he'd 
be the finest gentleman in Ireland, bar 
none. And what did the Squireen say ?' 

* He cursed the father that begot him,' 
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returned Conseltine. ' He shook the dust 
of the house off his feet, and swore he'd 
never cross the threshold again !' 

' Then the boy's hke his father — a 
gentleman !' cried Blake, with a drunken 
cheer. ' Here's to him, with three times 
three and all the honours ! And what did 
the old man say to that ?' 

* It has made him seriously ill,' answered 
Conseltine. ' He has passed the day in 
bed, and has refused himself to every- 
body except Peebles. Now, Blake,' he 
leaned further across the table, and fixed 
his keen eyes on the face of the drunken 
squire, ' the time has come for a definite 
understanding between us.' 

♦Well?' asked Blake. He made an 
obvious and partially successful attempt to 
sober himself. * Give me that jug o' 
water.' It was passed to him, and he 
drained it — to the great apparent refresh- 
ment and steadying of his wits. ' A man 
has need of all his brains, Dick Conseltine, 
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when ye speak in that tone of voice. Out 
with it — what hell-broth are ye brewing 
now ?' 

' There's no new development yet,' an- 
swered Conseltine, with a smile, ' though 
something may occur at any moment with 
Henry in his present condition. But I 
want to know definitely, yes or no, are you 
for us or against us ?' 

' That just depends on how ye treat me,' 
muttered Blake. ' I don't know whether 
it is that I'm getting old, or whether the 
whisky is playing false with my nerves — 
which is what I'd call my conscience, if 
I was one o' the pious sort — or what it is, 
but I — I fluctuate ! Sometimes — it's gener- 
ally in the morning, when I wake — I feel 
penitent : I feel that I'd like to go over to 
the enemy and clear my breast o' the load 
I've borne this eighteen years and more. 
What are ye doin' ?' he asked angrily, as 
Conseltine trod heavily on his foot beneath 
the table. * Oh, the cub ! Sure I said 
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nothin' that he has the brains to under- 
stand. Yes, Mr. Richard Conseltine, 
that's how I feel at times, and it comes 
over me generally in the mornin', when the 
whisky's out and my pockets are empty. 
And, by thunder, if I did ! if I did tell all 
I know — Holy Moses ! what a racket it 
would make up at the Castle, and all Ire- 
land over. Faith, I'd live in history! 
'Twould be what the play-actors call a 
fine situation ! And let me tell ye, there's 
them as 'd make it worth me while to do 
it!' 

' You drunken hog !' murmured Con- 
seltine under his breath; adding aloud, 
• You won't do that, Blake !' 

* Won't I ?' returned Blake. ' Faith, 
you're surer about it than I am !' 

' No,' said Conseltine, * you won't do it. 
I can make it better worth your while to 
keep silent.' 

' Then why the divil don't ye ?* asked 
Blake. * You're very fond o' talking about 
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your gratitude, and you hold out fine 
promises, but what do ye do ?' 

' It seems to me,' returned the other, 
' that I've done a good deal.' 

' And it seems to me,' exclaimed Blake, 
banging the table to emphasize the personal 
pronoun, * that ye do damn'd little. I tell 
ye, Dick Conseltine, it's not for nothing 
that I'm going to suffer the torments of 
an aching conscience!' 

* Your aching conscience,' said Con- 
seltine, with a scarcely perceptible sneer, 
* has been fairly well salved so far. Is it 
money that you want ?' 

* Bedad it is, then !' cried the other. ' I 
haven't the price of a glass in the wide 
world.' 

' Well,' said his fellow conspirator, ' I'm 
willing to do what I can, in reason.' 

' In reason !' repeated Blake. ' Youi 
notions of what's reasonable and mine may 
not agree. Look here, now, what d'ye say 
to two hundred pounds ?* 
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* Two hundred pounds !' cried Con- 
seltine, with well-acted amazement. *0h, 
come, come, Blake !' 

' Come, come !' echoed Blake. * 'Tis 
you that has to come — I've gone far 
enough along the road to hell ; I'll go no 
farther unless I'm paid for it. I want two 
hundred pounds to-morrow, and I'll have 
it, or know the reason why !' 

* I can't do it, Blake,' cried Conseltine. 

* Very well, then,' said Blake, ' his 
lordship can, and I'll not only get two 
hundred, but ease my aching conscience at 
the same time.' 

* I think you're hard,' said Conseltine. 
' Come, Blake ; our interests stand or 
fall together. Look at the affair all round, 
pro and con. You might get that two 
hundred from Henry, but 'twould be all 
you'd get. Now, serve my interest, and 
Dick's here, and you're safe for life. 
Have I ever refused you money when you 
asked for it ?' 
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'That's all right,' said Blake; 'don't 
refuse me now !' 

'Well,' groaned Conseltine, 'if you 
must have it you must.' 

' Bedad I must,' returned the other, with 
a nod full of meaning. ' Is it a bargain ?' 

* Yes, it's a bargain.* 
'To-morrow, mind.' 
' Yes, to-morrow.' 

' Good ! Then I'll drug my conscience 
and accept the solatium. And now I'm 
goin' home.' 

' Very well,' said Conseltine ; ' I'll see 
you to-morrow.' 

* All right !' retorted Blake, with a 
disfavouring eye on Richard. ' Don't bring 
the cub with you. I can stand the old 
sinner, but not the young one.' 

He reeled from the room, and Con- 
seltine's glance, as it followed him, was 
full of a dark and concentrated loathing. 

' The insolent scoundrel !' said Richard, 
when he was out of hearing. ' Why do 
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you stand him ? What is his hold over 
you ?' 

* I hope you'll never need to know,' 
returned his father, draining his glass. 
' Damn him ! I wish he was in the 
grave.' 

* He's going there as fast as drink can 
take him,' said Richard. 

' I feel inclined sometimes,' said his 
amiable parent, ' to give him a lift on the 
journey.' 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

MOYA MACARTNEY. 

Peebles, returning home to the Castle 
after his midnight interview with Moya 
Macartney in the churchyard, passed a 
sleepless and troubled night, revolving in 
his mind all the events of the sad history 
in which the unfortunate woman had 
played so strange a part, and canvassing all 
that her mysterious and unexpected return 
to life might mean to herself and others. 
More than once he determined to dis- 
regard Moya's strenuous injunction to 
silence, and at once break to Lord 
Kilpatrick the news of her existence, 
and of her presence in the district ; 
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but again and again the memory of the 
solemn promise of secrecy he had given, 
and the thought that so sudden and heavy 
a shock might be fatal to one of his 
lordship's age and feeble health, dissipated 
that intention. 

' Eh !' he murmured to himself as he 
tossed and tumbled in vain effort to 
discover a way out of the labyrinth of 
difficulties the business presented, 'it's a 
troublous affair. I'd like to do justice, 
if I could see my way clear to the doing 
o't. I'd like fine to bowl out that smug- 
faced hypocrite Conseltine, and that lump 
o' malignity his son. 'T would be the 
grandest day's work I ever did. But I 
promised, like an old fool, and I must 
keep my promise, and just await the 
decrees o' Providence.' 

He rose long before his usual hour, 
early as that was, and went out into the 
fresh breeze of early morning. Dawn was 
faintly glimmering on the mountain-tops. 
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and the dew was heavy on the grasses of 
the lawn. He looked up at the light 
which shone faintly in his master's 
window. 

' 'Twill be but a poor night's rest he's 
had, I'm thinkin', poor old heathen, found 
out by his sin at last. Eh, but the lad's 
curses will lie heavy on his heart ! Mine's 
wae for him, and for the callant I've seen 
grow up from a bairn, and for the lonely 
woman out yonder.' 

A sudden idea struck him ; he drew out 
his watch and consulted it eagerly. 

* Near hand to four o'clock,' he mur- 
mured. ' The mill's but four miles awa'. 
I can do it in an hour, and anither hour to 
come back. I'll gang and see Moya, and 
persuade her to hear reason.' 

He took his hat and stick, and set out 
at the briskest pace he could attain towards 
Moya's lodging place. It was a rough 
and stony track, and by the time he came 
in sight of the mill the old man was fain 
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to sit upon a chance boulder and pant his 
breath back. Caution was necessary ; he 
wished to do nothing that could by any 
chance give gossip or conjecture a handle, 
and he walked cautiously round the mill, 
glad of the babble of the stream which 
covered the sound of his footsteps on turf 
and gravel. Nobody was stirring ; the 
place and all the countryside lay still and 
gray under the morning mist, now faintly 
touched here and there with threads of 
opalescent colour by the yet invisible sun. 
He threw a small pebble cautiously at the 
window shutter of Moya's sleeping place, 
and a minute later it opened and revealed 
her pale, lined face. He made a gesture, 
cautioning her to sUence, and then by 
another invited her to join him. She 
nodded to show comprehension of his 
pantomime, and a minute later stood beside 
him. 

They walked on side by side in silence 
till they reached a little glen between 
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two hills which hid them from all 
chance of observation, and then Peebles 
spoke. 

' Moya, woman,' he said, * tell me why, 
after all these years, you come here now ?' 

' I came to see my son,' she answered. 

' Ay,' he said, ' that's natural eneuch, 
na doubt. But is that all you came for ?' 

She darted a keen look at him — a look 
in which question and surprise were both 
expressed. 

' Moya,' he went on, * since I saw you 
last night I've no' closed my eyes for 
thinking o' you and the lad your son. 
Eh, woman, but it's clear impossible that 
after that one glimpse o' his bonny face, and 
that one sound o' his voice, ye should be 
content to gang back to solitude — it's clear 
impossible ! Let me tell him you're alive 
and near him. He^s alone, too, noo ! 
His place is by your side; your duty is 
to comfort him under the trouble he's 
suffering, ye ken that weel V 
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* Mr. Peebles,' said Moya steadily, ' the 
path of duty is not always plain ; but I'm 
going to clear mine if I can, by your help. 
God knows my very bones are full of 
desire for the child I love ; I was near 
crying out who I was last night when I 
kissed him; but I've borne the bitter pain 
of solitude now for eighteen years, and sure 
my time here will not be so long. I'll 
bear it to the end rather than disgrace and 
shame my child !' 

• But, Moya, he kens !' cried Peebles. 
' He kens you were not married to his 
father. I winna say but, if he had never 
learned that, ye wad no' be in the right to 
keep apart from him; but he knows it. 
He's cast off his father ; he has barely a 
friend in the world, barring me, and how 
can I help him. He has need o' ye ! 
Ye'U heal his sair heart, and he'll love 
ye and cherish ye and comfort your 
declining years.' 

Moya shook her head. 
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* He's young/ she replied, with a world 
of meaning in her tone. ' A heart as young 
as his won't break for such a trouble as 
he's suffering now. He'll go out into 
the big world, where the shame's not 
known, and win his way. What would / 
be to him — a nameless vagabond, a poor, 
ignorant ould woman ! I should only kape 
him down and disgrace him. No ; ye 
must tell Desmond nothing — yet. Ye 
asked me just now,' she went on after a 
pause, ' if I had no other reason to come 
here afther all these years but just to see 
my boy ?' 

' Weel ?' asked Peebles. 

* I had — I had another reason, or I'd 
have resisted the temptation now as I have 
fought it down all that long, dreary time. 
I've a question to ask ye, Mr. Peebles ?' 

She paused there for so long a time that 
the old man snapped out suddenly, with 
excusable irritation : 

* Weel, weel, lassie ! What is't ?' 
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' There's so much depends on the answer 
that I hardly dare to ask,' said Moya, with 
a voice suddenly gone tremulous. 'Tell 
me,' she continued, after another pause, 
' if ye know a gintleman in this part of 
the counthry that calls himself Blake — 
one Patrick Blake, of Blake's Hall ?' 

* Do I know him ?' echoed Peebles. 

* Ay, I know him fine, the drunken 
scoundrel! A'body kens him for miles 
round. But what depends on my know- 
ing Patrick Blake, lassie ?' 

* Much may depend on it,' said Moya. 

* Desmond's own future may depend on 
it.' 

* Desmond's future ? Why, what in the 
name of a' that's meaning can Pat Blake 
hae to do wi' Desmond's future ?' 

' Was Mr. Blake,' asked Moya slowly, 
and with an amount of effort which helped 
the old man to understand the importance 
she attached to the answer — • was Mr. 
Blake ever a clerk in holy orders ?' 
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Peebles stared at her in sheer bewilder- 
ment. Had she asked if he himself had 
ever been Pope of Rome, the question 
could hardly have seemed more ludicrous ; 
but there was a painful solemnity in her 
manner which would have stayed a man 
less grave than he from laughter. 

' Holy orders!' he muttered. 'Holy 
orders ! Patrick Blake ! By my soul, 
but it's an odd question !' 

' Not under that name, I mane, but 
another — Ryan O'Connor.' 

* He's borne no name but Patrick Blake 
that I ever kenned o',' said Peebles, still 
groping painfully for any meaning in 
Moya's queries. ' She's haverin',' he 
muttered to himself; but the calm in- 
tentness of Moya's glance, though contra- 
dicted by the heaving bosom and irregular 
breath with which she spoke, did not 
accord with the explanation. 'What if 
he ever was a priest under that or any 
other name ?' he asked at last. 
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' I was married to Lord Kilpatrick,' said 
Moya, * by a man calling himself the 
Reverend Father Ryan O'Connor.' 

' Lord guide us !' ejaculated the old 
Scot. ' And do ye think 'twas Patrick 
Blake ?' 

' I knoia it was Patrick Blake/ replied 
Moya. 'That much I'm sure of.' 

* But how do you ken it ?' asked the 
bewildered Peebles. 

* Sure 'twould be too long a story to 
tell ye now. 'Twas only lately that an 
accident put me on the track. It took 
time and trouble to get Ryan O'Connor 
and Patrick Blake into the same skin, 
but I did it. And now, all that remains 
to be learned is just whether Blake was 
ever a priest, or whether his office was 
as false as his name. Will ye do that 
for me, Mr. Peebles } 'Tis not for 
my sake I ask it, but for my son's— rfor 
Desmond's !' 

Peebles had fallen into a sitting posture 
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on a low stone dyke, and sat staring at her 
like a man bewitched. 

' Moya ! Moya Macartney ! D'ye ken 
what ye're sayin' ? Oh ! my head will 
rive with the dingin' ye've started in my 
brains. Blake married ye ! Blake a priest ! 
Why, woman !' he cried, suddenly 
straightening himself, * if that's so, ye're 
Lady Kilpatrick !' 

' Desmond would be Lord Kilpatrick,' 
Moya answered simply. ''Tis for his 
sake, Mr. Peebles, that I ask you for help; 
not for mine, God knows. There were 
times,' she went on, after another long 
pause, * long, long ago, when I'd have 
given my life to hold him — Henry Kil- 
patrick — in my arms for just one minute — 
times when all the shame and sorrow he'd 
brought on the poor ignorant girl who'd 
loved him seemed nothing — when, if the 
broad sea had not been betwixt us, I'd 
have gone to him and said, " Take me as 
your misthress, your servant, anything — 
H3 



LADY KILPATRICK 

let me see your face and hear your voice 
now and then, one day in the year, and" I'll 
follow ye barefoot through the world.'' 
But they've gone, long since, and all my 
love and all my anger are gone with 
them. As to bein' Lady Kilpatrick,' she 
went on, with a short and mirthless laugh, 
' 'tis not the chance of that that brings me 
here. A fine lady I'd make for any lord, 
wouldn't I ? and much at me aise I'd be 
among the grand folk he'd introduce me 
to ? But Desmond's a gintleman — as good 
a gintleman as any in Ireland, as Henry 
himself — and if the title's his by rights, he 
shall have it. / shan't trouble him. I 
shall go as I came, when I've seen him 
happy and honoured in his place. The 
thought has been food and drink, fire and 
shelter, to me these months past, since God 
sent the message that it might be so. Will 
you help me, Mr. Peebles ?* 

* Will I help ye ?' cried Peebles, spring- 
ing to his feet with the vivacity of 
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a young man. ' Deil hae me, but I'll 
know the truth in four-and-twenty hours. 
But, eh, lass, if ye're mistaken ? If it's not 
sae ? I'd just gang clean daft in the dis- 
appointment. But it must — it must be 
true, eh, lass ? To see the faces o' they 
two Conseltines ! To see the bonny lad, 
that they denounced as a beggar and a 
bastard, established wi' title and estates ! 
To see Lady Dulcie Lady Kilpatrick and 
Desmond's wife ! Oh ! if it's no' true 
there'll be a braw end o' one good Scot, 
for I'll just gang neck and crop into Limbo 
for sheer vexation. Dawm it! that I should 
say so — it must be true ! It shall be true, 
if I squeeze it oot o' yon scoundrel Blake 
wi' my ain old hands, and his worthless 
life along wi' it ! But I maun awa', lass — 
I maun awa'. There's a hantle o' things 
to be done at the Castle, and the lazy loons 
o' servants are at sixes and sevens if they 
haven't me about their lugs. I'll see yon 
drunken ne'er-do-weel this day, and I'll 
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hae news for ye the morn's morn. Keep 
a good heart, woman. The king shall 
enjoy his ain again. Eh, I'm just daft !' 

Indeed, anybody who had witnessed the 
scene might have thought so, — he was so 
topful of excitement. 

* God bless ye, Mr. Peebles,' said Moya. 
' Ye're a true friend to me and the boy.' 

' Ay, am I,' returned Peebles, * and that 
ye shall see ere long. Gang hame, lass, 
and pray for Desmond.' 

* Pray for him !' cried Moya. ' Has 
there been a day this eighteen years I've 
not prayed for him ? No, nor a waking 
hour. God go with ye, sir, but ' 

She checked him with an outstretched 
hand as he turned to go, and laid her 
finger on her lips as a signal for absolute 
silence. 

' Don't fear me,' said the old man ; * I'm 
nae chatterbox, wi' business like this afoot.' 
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CHAPTER IX. 

IN WHICH MISCHIEF IS BREWING. 

It was late in the forenoon of the same 
day when Mr. Blake rose from his bed in 
the tenement to which he gave the sonorous 
and impressive title of Blake's Hall — a 
tumbledown hut of two stories, which long 
years of neglect had reduced to a condition 
of almost complete ruin. The ground- 
floor was occupied by Blake himself; the 
apper portion by an ancient peasant woman, 
who acted as his cook, housemaid, caterer, 
and general factotum. There was not a 
whole pane of glass or an unbroken article 
of furniture in the whole building, and the 
little plot of ground in which it stood was 
a wilderness of stones and weeds. 
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Biddy was made aware of her employer's 
awakening in the fashion familiar to her for 
years past — by his roaring at the full stretch 
of his lungs for a draught of whisky. That 
draught despatched, he arose, and proceeded 
with shaking limbs to shave and dress. He 
was stUl occupied with his toilet when the 
voice of the elder Conseltine was heard in 
the outer room. 

* Give him a glass of punch,' Blake 
called out to Biddy. ' I'll be with him in 
the squazing of a lemon. So,' he con- 
tinued, reeling out of his bedroom a minute 
later, 'ye've brought the cub with ye, 
though I forbade ye.' 

Richard, sullenly flicking at his boot 
with his riding -whip, looked at Blake 
from under his lowering eyebrows, but 
took no further heed of his ambiguous 
welcome. Blake unsteadily poured out 
a second bumper of spirit, and the 
glass rattled against his teeth as he drained 
it. 
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' And what's the news with his lordship 
this day ?' he asked. 

* Still very ill,' answered Conseltine. 
' He's been upset by that old fool Peebles, 
who's been hammering at him all day long 
to recall that brat of a by-love of his.' 

' Faith !' retui-ned Blake, * and he might 
do worse, by a great deal. 'Tis a fine lad, 
Desmond, as clever and handsome as that 
cub of yours is stupid and ugly. Don't 
stand there, ye imp of perdition, glower- 
ing at me like a ghost. Sit down and 
drink like a Christian.' 

Richard obeyed a scarcely perceptible 
motion of his father's eyebrows, sat at the 
battered table, and poured out for himself 
a glass of whisky, to which he put his lips 
with an awkward affectation of goodfellow- 
ship. 

' Have ye got that two hundred pounds?' 
asked Blake. 

* I have,' said Conseltine ; * I've brought 
it with me.' 
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He unbuttoned his coat, and took a 
bundle of bank papers from the inner 
breast-pocket. Blake took it with shaking 
hands, and rammed it in a crumpled mass 
into his breeches pocket without counting. 

'You're as good as your word, Dick 
Conseltine, for once in your life,' said he. 
' Have another drink.' 

Conseltine profited by Blake raising his 
glass to his lips to fling the contents of the 
tumbler which Biddy had filled for him on 
to the earthen floor of the hut, and filled 
it again, principally with water. 

' Why,' said Blake, * ye're gettin' friendly 
and neighbourly in your old age. Ye'U be 
a dacent man before ye die, if ye live long 
enough.' 

' Blake,' said Conseltine, ' I want to talk 
to you. Did ye ever think of emigra- 
tion ?' 

' Did I ever think o* what f asked 
Blake, pausing with his tumbler half-way 
to his lips. 
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* Emigration,' repeated Conseltine. 

' I never did,' returned Blake. * Why 
would I ?' 

* Well,' said his companion, ' there are 
many reasons why ye might think of it. 
Ye're just spoiling here — wasting yourself. 
If ye'd go out West, a man of your abili- 
ties, with a little capital, would do well. 
Land and hiring are cheap ; it's a lovely 
climate, and there are no end of chances of 
making money. I'll tell ye what, now. 
'Tis a sin and a shame to see a man like 
you wasting yourself in this cursed country. 
I'll make that two hundred five, and pay 
your passage out, if ye'U take the next 
steamer to New York.' 

' By the saints !' cried Blake, ' ye're 
mighty generous all of a sudden. Ye want 
to get rid of me } Spake the truth, now, 
isn't that it ?' 

' Well,' said Conseltine, with a great 
appearance of candour, * that is it ! I'd 
rather have you out of the country. You're 
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dangerous here, Blake — dangerous to us 
and to yourself.' 

* To myself!' echoed Blake. * And how 
am I dangerous to meself ?' 

' Ye'U be splitting some day on a 
certain matter that we know of — easy 
now, we needn't name names — and if ye 
did speak, 'twould be worse for you than 
for us.' 

* Make that good,' said Blake. 

' Well,' said Conseltine, * you'd very 
likely get a sum of money down from 
the other parties ; but that once spent — 
ye'd get no more, and you'd spend the 
rest of your days in an Irish gaol. 
Now, so long as you're faithful to our 
cause, you know you have a faithful 
friend in me. I'll give ye five hundred 
down to go to America, and another two 
hundred a year as long as you live. Don't 
answer now,' he continued, as Blake 
opened his lips to speak. ' Think it over, 
and I'm sure ye'll see things as I see 
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them, and admit that it's best for you to 
be out of the way of temptation.' 

Blake swallowed another tumbler of 
punch. 

' 'Tis a mighty fine idea/ he said 
thoughtfully, with a thickening of the 
voice which showed that he was fast near- 
ing his normal pitch of intoxication. He 
rubbed his head dubiously, and, to clear 
his wits, poured out and drank a half-glass 
of neat whisky. ' Leave my ancestral 
possessions ! Desert Blake's Hall ! What 
are ye grinning at, ye thief of darkness ?' 
he demanded angrily of Richard, who had 
glanced round the barren room with a 
smile of pitying contempt ; then he lurched 
forward in his chair, with bloodshot eyes 
glaring at Conseltine, who, having thrown 
away his second glass of whisky, filled a 
third. * Tell me, now,' he said, ' is the 
whisky good out there .>" 

Conseltine smiled and nodded. 

' Well,' said Blake, * an Irish gentleman 
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ought to travel. Five hundred pounds, ye 
said ?' Conseltine nodded again. ' Five 
hundred on the nail, and tw^o hundred a 
year for life ?' Conseltine nodded a third 
time. * Hand over the bottle,' said Blake. 
* 'Twill take a dale o' whisky to settle this 
question.' 

His wavering hand had scarcely steered 
his glass to his mouth, when a hurried step 
was heard in the garden, and a moment 
later the lawyer Feagus burst into the room, 
panting and perspiring. Blake stared at 
him for a moment without recognising him, 
and then rose, with the obvious intention of 
falling foul of this unwelcome visitor. 

' Hold him back !' cried Feagus. ' Hold 
him back, for the love of heaven !' 

• Ye sneaking coward !' cried Blake, try- 
ing to get past Conseltine. * How dare ye 
intrude into my apartments ? I'll have 
your life !* 

Feagus, who, under ordinary circum- 
stances, would have at once accepted the 
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challenge, once more called to Conseltine 
to keep Blake back, and, unbidden, filled 
and drank a glass of spirits. 

' I've no time to waste with you, Mr. 
Blake. I've news, Mr. Conseltine; we're 
cooked entirely !' 

Conseltine thrust Blake into his chair, 
and turned. 

' What d'ye mean ?' he asked. 

* Moya Macartney's alive !' cried the 
lawyer. 

Conseltine staggered as if he had been 
shot, and Blake, who had risen to his feet 
to make a rush at Feagus, checked him- 
self, and stood still, swaying heavily on 
his feet, as he glared at the bearer of this 
extraordinary news. 

' Are ye mad or drunk ?' asked Con- 
seltine, with an ashen face. 

* I'm neither, sir,* answered Feagus. 
' God be good to me, I'm too sober for 
my pace of mind ! I tell ye Moya 
Macartney's alive. I've seen her.' Con- 
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seltine stared at him like a man newly 
awakened from a nightmare, as he went 
on : ' 'Twas last night, in the churchyard 
down by the lake. I was passin' by, and 
I saw a woman standing there among the 
graves, and old Peebles coming along 
the road. Thinks I, " I'll have a fine 
story to tell my lord next time I dine with 
him," and I just slipped behind a grave- 
stone and listened. He didn't know her 
till she told him who she was — Moya 
Macartney, who's been drowned and in 
her grave this eighteen years ! Holy Moses ! 
I'm wringing wet only to think of it !' 

* Get on, man, get on !' said Conseltine 
hoarsely. 

' I kept as still as death,' continued 
Feagus, ' though 'twas all I could do to 
hold meself from cryin' out when I heard 
her say " I'm Moya Macartney." Then 
she went on to say that she'd come back 
to the old place to see the boy, and at that 
very minute he kem along the road singin'.' 
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* Desmond ?' cried Conseltine. 

* Desmond himself,' said the lawyer. 
' Peebles cried out to him, and he comes 
into the churchyard and talks with Moya.' 

* For God's sake go on,' cried Conseltine ; 
' what did they say ?' 

* She never let on who she was. She 
said she was a poor wandering creature 
who wanted to give him her blessin'. 
And she did ; and she cried, and he cried, 
and Peebles cried, and I was near cryin' 
meself, — it was so afFectin' !' 

* Well }' said Conseltine. ' And what 
was the upshot of it all .?' 

' Faith, there was no upshot at all,' said 
Feagus. * The boy went away no worse than 
he kem, promisin' not to lave the district 
till he'd seen ould Peebles once more.' 

* If this is true ' cried Conseltine, 

shaken out of his ordinary cynical calm by 
the news ; then he stopped short, staring 
before him with a haggard face. 

' True, is it ?' cried Feagus. * Go and 
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see for yourself. She's staying incog, at 
Larry's mill.' 

' And Peebles knows it,' said Conseltine. 
' By Heaven ! I thought something had 
happened. The old rascal's been going 
about all day long as full o' mystery as an 
egg's full o' meat. If Henry hears of this !' 

' He won't yet awhile,' returned Feagus. 
' She swore Peebles to silence till she her- 
silf gave him leave to speak.' 

' My God !' said Conseltine, scarcely 
above his breath. * What's to be done ? 
We're standing on a mine of gunpowder 
while that woman's in the district.' 

Blake laughed. He had been as much 
astonished at the first hearing of the news 
as either of his companions, but by this 
time had shaken himself back into his 
usual condition of half-sodden, half- 
ferocious humour. 

* Faith,' said he, * 'tis a case of the divil 
among the tailors. By the Lord, Con- 
seltine, but things are looking mighty 
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quare. I'm thinkin' I won't emigrate just 
yet. Sure, I'll stop and see the fun ! 
There'll be great doin's at the Castle 
by-and-by, I'm thinkin'.' 

He laughed again, and drank another 
glass of whisky. 

Conseltine took no notice of the inter- 
ruption, which he seemed scarcely to hear. 

* What are ye goin' to do, sir ?' asked 
Feagus. 

*I don't know yet,' answered Conseltine 
slowly. He sat down, and leant his head 
upon his hand, Feagus and Richard 
watching him keenly. * She's living at 
Larry's mill, you say ?' he said presently, 
without raising his eyes from the floor. 

'At Larry's mill,' repeated Feagus. 
' She's living all alone, under a false name, 
at that ould antiquated rat-trap.' 

' Alone ?' repeated Conseltine mean- 
ingly. 

' Alone !' repeated Feagus. 

* It's ruin,' said Conseltine, looking up, 
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— ' it's ruin for all of us if we don't get 
that woman out of the way.' 

' Bedad it is, then,' said Feagus. His 
pale face went whiter as he looked from 
Conseltine to Richard, and then back 
again, before stealing a look at Blake, 
who, with his chin propped in his hands 
and his elbows on the table, followed their 
dialogue as well as his muddled wits 
would allow, with his habitual expression 
of dogged humour slightly deepened. 

• See here, now,' continued the lawyer ; 

* we're all friends here. The danger's 
pressin', and what's goin' to be done has 
got to be done quick.' 

Conseltine's generally smooth and ex- 
pressionless face was as a book in which 
he read strange matter. Richard's heavy 
hangdog countenance was white with 
rage and distorted with apprehension. 
Blake was the only one of the trio who 
preserved anything like his customary 
appearance. 

1 60 



MISCHIEF BREWING 

' I was thinking,' said Feagus, * as I 
came along, unless — you see now, the mill's 
a mighty old place, worm-eaten and dry 
as tinder, and if — by an accident intirely 
— in the night, when there's nobody 
about to render help — a stray spark 'd do it, 
for there's hay and sthraw scattered all 
round convanient — and if — of course by 
accident — the old place were to catch 
fire, powers alive ! wouldn't it be an odd 
happening? and if it did, what fault o' 
yours or mine would it be, and who'd be 
the wiser ?' 

* God in heaven !' cried Blake, rising to 
his feet, ' 'tis murder ye mean ! Now, 
mark me, Conseltine, I'll be no party to 
this. The curses of the son, the remorse 
of the old lord, and the spirit of that poor 
woman, would haunt me to me grave. I'll 
have neither art nor part in such a plan.' 

* Of course not,' said Conseltine, turning 
his white face from the last speaker to 
Feagus. * It's only Feagus's fun !' 
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Feagus, looking at him, read more in 
his glance than could Blake and Richard, 
from both of whom his face was hidden. 
What it was he did not yet know, but in 
the score of years during which he had 
known Conseltine, he had never seen in 
his eyes such an expression. 

* We must find legal means,' Conseltine 
continued. 'Good-day, Blake ; you'll think 
of what I said to ye just now ?' Except 
for an added shade of gloom, for which 
Feagus's news of the presence of Moya 
Macartney in the countryside would quite 
well have accounted, his face now was the 
face of every day. ' I'll see ye again before 
long. Come, Dick; come, Feagus.' 

The three left the hut. 

' By the powers !' said Blake, as he filled 
his seventh glass that day, ' if the divil 
wants a fourth he'll have to come in 
propria persona himself an' join them. 
I'm more than half inclined to take 
Dick Consel tine's ofi^er, and go across 
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the water. Your sins are finding ye out, 
Pat Blake. You've lived on his money for 
years past ; 'twould be shabby conduct if ye 
turned on him now. But then, there's 
Moya. Poor colleen ! Eh, the handsome 
slip of a girl she was — a long sight too 
good for Kilpatrick, and 'twas I that 
ruined her — or helped. And the boy ? A 
fine lad, that ; a handsome lad. Sure, 
many a time I've seen his mother lookin' 
out of his eyes at me, and heard her spake 
to me wid his voice. Ah, be damn'd to 
me, now, I'm gettin' ould and crazy ! 'Tis 
an ould story — eighteen years ago. You 
might have got used to the thought of it by 
now, Pat Blake. Put more of the right 
stuff into ye, and forget it.' 

He obeyed his own prescription so 
promptly that, half an hour after his 
guests had left him, he fell into a sodden 
sleep, with his head upon the table. 

Conseltine and his two companions had 
meantime walked on at a rapid pace, and 
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in dead silence, for the first half-mile. It 

was Conseltine who was the first to speak. 

' That's a good idea of yours, Feagus.' 

* It would be,' responded the lawyer, ' if 
it were not for that cowardly drunken 
villain, who stops us puttin' it into execu- 
tion.' 

' But he won't,' said the other. ' My 
mind's made up. It's that or nothing.' 

* But if he splits ?' said Richard. 

* Split !' repeated Conseltine. * The job 
once done, he has my leave to split as 
wide as the LifFey. It's one oath against 
three — the oath of a drunken blackguard 
and beggar against the oaths of three men 
of substance and position.' 

' And sure that's true,' said Feagus. 
' By the Lord, Mr. Conseltine, ye should 
have taken to our profession. Ye'd have 
been an honour to it.* 

' Besides,' said Conseltine, ' he'll not 
split. He has his own skin to save, and 
he's as deep in the mud as we are in the 
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mire.' He paused, and looked round 
cautiously. The plain stretched to the 
mountains on the one side and the sea on 
the other, empty of any possible observer, 
* We mustn't be seen together,' continued 
Conseltine. ' We'd better separate here. 
But before we part, we'll just arrange the 
details.* 
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CHAPTER X. 

ANOTHER INTERVIEW. 

The shades of evening w^ere beginning 
to envelop the landscape as Peebles made 
his slow and toilsome way towards Blake's 
Hall. The old man had been in a 
ferment of excitement all day long, and 
nothing but his long years of habit 
as chief officer and general director of 
Lord Kilpatrick's household had sufficed 
to hold him back from fulfilling his mo- 
mently recurring desire to throw his duties 
to the winds for that day, and at once 
proceed to put to Blake the question 
dictated to him by Moya Macartney. His 
discomposure had not escaped the notice 
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of his master, who, since the shock occa- 
sioned by Desmond's renunciation of him 
and his abrupt departure from the house, 
had kept his room, and had resented all 
approaches, even that of his favourite 
Dulcie, with an exaggeration of his usual 
snappish ill-temper. 

'What the deuce are you dreaming about, 
Peebles ?' he had asked, as the old servitor 
made some slight blunder in the service 
at his master's solitary dinner-table. 

' If ye had an inkling of what I am 
dreaming about,' Peebles had responded, 
with his customary drawl, * ye'd be in nae 
such a hurry to speer, maybe.' 

At which his lordship had muttered an 
angry * Pshaw !' and turned his face away. 

* Is there any news of— of Desmond ?' 
he asked a minute later. 

*No, my lord,' answered Peebles; 'none 
that I ken o'.' 

He was in so mortal a dread of prema- 
turely letting slip the secret of Moya's 
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presence in the neighbourhood that he 
would not trust himself to approach the 
subject at all. 

' Where is he ?' asked Kilpatrick. 

'They say he's at Doolan's farm,' an- 
swered Peebles. 

* They say !' snapped his lordship. * As 
if you didn't know where the boy is, you 
disingenuous old brute !' 

'Oh ay !' said Peebles tranquilly. 'Swear 
at me, wi' a' my heart, if it will ease your 
lordship's heart, or your conscience.' 

Kilpatrick pushed his plate aside. 

* Take these things away and bring the 
wine.' 

Peebles obeyed, and filled his master's 
glass, after which he lingered for a moment. 

' Well, Peebles, well ? Have you any- 
thing to say ?' 

' Just that I'm going oot for an hour or 
twa. I hae a visit to make. If ye want 
anything in my absence the flunkey will 
look after ye.' 
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' Very good,' answered Kilpatrick, who 
thought he knew the object of Peebles' 
visit. * Peebles !' he called, as the old 
man reached the door. 

' My lord !' 

' Has — has the boy any resources — any 
funds ?' 

* Not that I ken o',' answered Peebles. 
' He was aye too open-handed.' 

* Well, if he wants money — he wouldn't 
take it from me, I suppose — lend him what 
he asks, and look to me for repayment. 
There, there, that will do.' 

Peebles saluted and retired, and set out 
half an hour later for Blake's Hall. Enter- 
ing the rude sitting-room, he made out, 
through the gathering shadows, the figure 
of Blake leaning on the table. 

' In his general condition, the drunken 
wastrel !' said Peebles. * 'Tis odd but he's 
sae drunk he'll not understand me when I 
speak to him. Mr. Blake! Mr. Blake!' 
He shook the recumbent figure gently at 
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first, and then more roughly, and at last 
elicited a husky growl. * Mr. Blake ! Wake 
up, and speak to me. Man, I've news for 
ye, and a question to ask o* ye. Wake up, 
wake up, for the love o' Heaven !' 

Blake swayed back in his seat and opened 
his eyes. His first act, half unconscious, 
was to hold out his hand towards the bottle, 
which Peebles snatched from him with the 
quickness of a conjurer. 

* Ye've had enough o' that for one while, 
ye disgraceful object,' he said. ' Wake up, 
I tell ye ! Wake up, and tell me what I 
want to know.' 

' Oh, 'tis you, Misther Peebles !' cried 
Blake. 

• Ay, 'tis mysel',' returned Peebles. ' I've 
news for ye, when ye're sufficiently sober 
to hear it.' 

Blake, like the practised toper he was, 
pulled himself together, and succeeded 
in looking solemnly and preternaturally 
sober. 
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* We're alone ?' asked the old Scot, 
glancing cautiously round. 

' We are,' said Blake. * Biddy's gone to 
the village for more whisky.' 

* Then listen,' said Peebles. * Moya 
Macartney's alive !' He made the com- 
munication slow^ly and distinctly, and 
paused to mark its effect. 

* Bedad ! that's true !' returned Blake, as 
calmly as if Peebles had said * Good-day.' 

'Ye ken it!' cried the old man. 'And 
how the deil d'ye ken it ?' 

' That's my business, sir,' said Blake. 
* I do know it. She was in the church- 
yard last night wid a Scotch gentleman of 
your acquaintance !' 

It was difficult to throw Peebles off his 
mental balance for long at a time, and, 
surprised as he was at Blake's knowledge 
of the interview of the preceding night, he 
went on with a perfect apparent calm : 

' Weel, it should lighten your heart ! 
Ay ! ye should fall on your knees and thank 
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God, who's kinder to ye than ye deserve, 
that ye have not that puir lassie's death on 
your conscience !' 

' Have ye come here to preach ?' asked 
Blake. 

' Na, na !' said Peebles. * That's not my 
business, but it's yours, Mr. Ryan O'Connor, 
if a' tales are true !' 

There could be no mistaking the effect 
of this speech on Blake. He half rose 
from his seat, clutching the sides of the 
table with trembling hands, and stared at 
Peebles with his eyes standing out of his 
head with surprise. 

'And how the thunder did you know 
that V he asked. 

'That's my business,' retorted the old 
Scotchman dryly. 

' Holy powers !' muttered Blake, falling 
back into his chair, and passing his hand 
across his eyes in a bewildered fashion. 
' 'Tis dreamin' I am !' 

' Listen to me, Patrick Blake,' said 
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Peebles solemnly. ' I met Moya Macart- 
ney last night. Poor lass! Her spirit's 
sadly broken. Says she to me — " Peebles, 
it's eighteen years since I spread the report 
of my own death ; my hair is white, and my 
heart is broken; gang to Mr. Blake and 
ask him, as he values his own soul, to tell 
y» if ever he was in holy orders.' 

Blake breathed hard, staring at Peebles 
with a face gone white. 

' Answer !' cried the old man, * and for 
God's sake answer truly I* 

' Well, then,' said Blake, * I was ; but not 
when I married Moya Macartney to Lord 
Kilpatrick.' 

' Had they unfrocked ye ?' asked Peebles. 
' Tell me that !' 

* I'd unfrocked myself/ answered Blake. 
*The Bishop said I was a disgrace and 
scandal to the Church, and took from me 
the only cure of souls I ever had.' 

* But at the time ye married Moya were 
ye drummed out o' the Kirk ?' 
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' Devil the drum about it,' responded 
Blake. ' The Bishop persuaded me to quit, 
so I just civilly retired. 'Twas convanient 
at the time, for sure I had creditors 
enough to man a Queen's ship.' 

'But ye had been a priest, and properly 
ordained?' asked Peebles. 

* Faith, I was as well ordained as any 
priest need be. What the divil's the 
matter wid ye ?' he asked, as Peebles 
sprang from the seat he had taken and 
broke into a Highland fling. * Is it mad 
ye are ?' 

' Clean daft wi' joy !' cried the old man. 
' Gie's your hand, man !' He seized Blake's 
hand and wrung it heartily. ' By the piper 
that played before Moses, ye're the Reverend 
Mr. Blake still ! — and by that same token 
Moya Macartney is Lady Kilpatrick, and 
Desmond Macartney is Desmond Consel- 
tine, his lordship's son and heir !' 

The mention of the name of Conseltine 
electrified Blake. He clutched his whisky- 
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muddled head in both hands, staring wildly 
before him. 

* My God !' he cried suddenly, ♦ is it 
dreamin' that I am ? No, by the Lord, 'tis 
no dream, sir ! Get up, man, get up ! 'Tis 
no time to be sittin' here ! They mean 
mischief — already it may be too late !' 

' Too late 1 Too late for what ?' cried 
the old man. 

* Richard Conseltine and his boy, and 
Feagus the attorney — bad cess to the lot of 
'em — were here this forenoon. They know 
Moya's alive ! They know where she 
lives ! Oh, my head, my head ! what 
was it the blackguards said ? Ah !' he 
screamed, ' the mill ! 'Tis at Larry's mill 
that Moya's living !' 

*Yes !' cried Peebles. * She's there. But 
what of that ? Speak, man ! what is it ?' 

* They mean to burn the mill, and her 
with it I' cried Blake. * For the love o' 
God, run and find Desmond, and get 
Moya out o' the place. 'Twas here that 
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they plotted it. Man alive, I believe they 
mean murder !' 

' Murder !' gasped Peebles. 

* Isn't it life or death to them to keep 
Moya out o' the way ? Run, man ! Run 
every step o' the road ! Ye've time to save 
her yet. They daren't try it before night- 
fall. Doolan's farm is on the way, and 
ye'll find Desmond there. If ever ye loved 
him, run !' 

Peebles, knowing the men with whom 
he had to deal, needed no further warning, 
but after a few more hasty words with 
Blake, ran rather than walked from Blake's 
Hall. 
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MOTHER AND SON. 

Peebles, though weary with his unwonted 

vigil in the early morning and the anxiety 

of the day, made good speed to Doolan's 

farm, urged as he was by those most 

powerful of stimulants, love and fear. It 

was a long and rough road, but a younger 

and stronger man than the old Scot might 

have been satisfied with the speed at which 

he covered it. He arrived panting at the 

humble cabin, where the farmer and his 

family, with Desmond among them, were 

just sitting down to the plain but plentiful 

evening meal of potatoes and buttermilk, 

supplemented by a rasher of bacon in 
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honour of the guest, whom Doolan felt 
a great pride in entertaining, and who 
would have found a welcome equally 
warm at almost any house in the district. 

* By my soul !' said the hospitable 
farmer, as Peebles broke into the room and 
fell exhausted into the nearest chair ; ' 'tis 
me lord's butler — 'tis Mr. Peebles ! The 
top o' the evening to ye, sor. Bridget, 
Pm thinkin' Mr. Peebles will be takin' a 
dhrop o' whisky. Saints above ! what's 
wrong wi' ye, sor ?' 

Peebles slowly panted his breath back, 
while the farmer and his wife — the latter 
a ruddy, handsome peasant woman, who 
had been Desmond's nurse eighteen years 
before — stood solicitously over him. 

'Get the bottle, Bridget,' said the 
farmer. 'The poor gentleman's clane 
blown. 

Peebles took a mouthful of the liquor, 
and felt the better for it. 

' What is it at all ?' asked Desmond. 
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' Faith, ye look as if you'd seen a ghost. 
What is it, old friend ?' 

'You must come with me, Desmond,' 
said the old man. * I've news for ye — 
news that will keep no longer.' 

* If 'tis good news,' said Desmond, * sure 
'tis welcome, and all the more welcome 
for being unexpected.' 

* Good !' cried Peebles — * it's the best ! 
It's better than I ever dared to hope !' 

' Faith, then,' returned the boy, * let's 
have it !' 

* Not here, laddie, not here !' said 
Peebles. ' 'Tis only in your private ear 
that I can whisper it yet.' 

* We'll lave ye alone,' said the honest 
farmer. 'Come, Bridget ; come, children.' 

* No, no !' said Peebles, ' I've no time 
to bide. Ye must come wi' me, Desmond. 
It's not a' good news I bring ye. There's 
danger near one ye love, laddie.' 

* Dulcie ?' cried Desmond. 

* No — Lady Dulcie's safe, for a' I ken, 

179 



LADY KILPATRICK 

and I saw her not three hours syne, the 
bonnie doo, blooming like the rose o' 
Sharon. Come, lad, put on your hat — 
I'm rested noo. We'll gang together, and 
I'll tell ye as we gang.' 

Desmond obeyed, in a great state of 
bewilderment, and Peebles, when they 
were some hundred yards away from the 
farm, began his story by a question : 

* Ye'U remember the poor woman ye 
met last night in the kirkyard ?' 

' Yes,' answered Desmond. 

' Man,' said Peebles, ' I scarce know 
how to tell ye, or if ye'll believe me when 
I've tellt ye. Maybe ye'll think I'm daft 
or dreaming. You've just got to prepare 
yourself for the greatest shock ye ever had 
in your life. It well-nigh dinged the soul 
oot o' me wi' surprise when I heard it, and 
it will hit ye sairer still, I'm thinking.' 

The old man's voice was so tremulous 
with emotion that Desmond stopped short, 
and peered into his face questioningly in 
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the pale moonlight which was struggling 
with the thick dust of the summer night. 

* For God's sake, Peebles,' he said, ' what 
is it ?' 

• It's just this,' returned the Scot, ' That 
poor woman was Moya Macartney — your 
own mother !' 

For some seconds Peebles' speech carried 
no emotion to Desmond's mind. 

' My mother !' he repeated, in a voice 
whose only expression was one of pure 
bewilderment. * My mother .? — Moya 
Macartney ?' 

' Ay,' said Peebles. ' She that was dead 
is alive. 'Tis a long story, and I've 
neither time nor breath to tell you all. 
She spread the report of her own death 
eighteen years ago, and went across the 
seas to America. All these long, weary 
years, she's denied her heart the only 
pleasure it could ever know — the pleasure 
of seeing her son's face and hearing his 
voice. At last she could bear it no longer 
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— she came. It was she you talked wi' last 
night in the kirkyard, she who kissed your 
forehead and gied you her blessing.' 

Desmond clutched at his throat with a 
choking sob. 

' For God's sake, laddie,' cried the old 
man, ' don't break down noo ! There's 
work to be done. You don't know all yet, 
nor the half o't.' 

' My mother !' cried Desmond. ' My 
mother !' He took off his soft felt hat, 
crushing it in his hand, and pulled his 
collar open, stifling with surprise and 
emotion. Peebles, seeing it vain to con- 
tinue his story for the moment, paused, 
waiting till the first shock of his com- 
munication should have passed away. ' My 
mother !' Desmond repeated again, after an 
interval. He spoke mechanically, with an 
utter lack of emotion in voice and manner. 
' My mother ! Well ?' 

' The laddie's stunned wi' the intelli- 
gence,' said Peebles to himself, ' and 
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small wonder. Can you understand what 
I'm saying, Desmond ?' he asked, taking 
the lad's arm. *We must gang on, lad. 
There'll maybe be serious work for us 
this night. D'ye understand me .?' 

'Yes,' said Desmond slowly, his mind 
still feeling numbed and dim. * I can hear 
what you say, Mr. Peebles, but it — it all 
seems so strange. Is it dreaming that I am ?' 

*'Tis no dream,' answered Peebles. 'It's 
as real as the soil beneath your feet, and 
as true as God's above ye. Pull yerself 
together, lad, pull yerself together !' 

* Well,' said Desmond, resuming his 
way in obedience to the impetus of Peebles' 
hand, ' go on — I'll try to understand.' 

* She came back,' continued Peebles — 
speaking slowly, that the words might better 
penetrate the stunned intelligence of his 
companion — ' she came back a' that weary 
way just to see the face and hear the voice 
o' the bairn she'd suffered for eighteen 
years ago. But, laddie, she's had strange 
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news! You don't ken all the sorrowfu' 
story. I tauld you, when that young cub, 
your cousin, taunted you wi' the accident o' 
your birth, never to think shame o' your 
mother. I've had no chance since to tell 
you more ; I must tell it noo. Your 
mother was entrapped by a sham marriage 
— or, at least, the marriage was believed to 
be a sham. It was Blake of Blake's Hall 
who officiated as priest. Somehow, Moya 
surmised that Blake might really have been 
a priest, and asked me to gang till him and 
speer if it was so. I went this afternoon 
and saw him, and he confessed that he had 
been in holy orders, and that, though 
the Bishop had ta'en his cure o' souls 
from him, he had never been legally 
unfrocked. D'ye ken what that means, 
laddie ?' 

' My brain's reeling,' said Desmond ; ' I 
understand nothing.' 

' It means,' cried the old man, his voice 
breaking with glad emotion — 'it means that 
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you're Desmond Conseltine, my master's 
legitimate son and heir, the next Lord 
Kilpatrick ! Oh, laddie, it's brave news — 
it's brave news — and my heart was just 
bursting to tell it !' 

Desmond spoke no word, and his silence 
after the communication of the tidings a 
little frightened his old friend, who peered 
into his face as they walked on quietly side 
by side. 

' Hae ye nothing to say, Desmond ?' he 
asked. 

' What can I say ?' asked Desmond. 
'Where is my mother?' he asked suddenly. 
' Is it to her that ye' re taking me ?' 

' Ay,' said Peebles. ' We're gaun to 
Larry's mill, and there we'll find her. 
Desmond, my man, she mustn't stay there. 
There's danger abroad.' 

They were in the middle of the wide, 
waste country, but the old man could not 
repress the searching look he cast around 
him. 
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' She has ill-wishers, blackguards, who'll 
stick at nothing to gain their cruel ends. 
Blake told me this afternoon of a thing I 
find it hard to credit. Your uncle, Richard 
Conseltine, and his son, and that scoundrel 
Feagus, knona that Moya's alive, and where 
she's living. Feagus saw her wi' me ii\ 
the kirkyard, and listened to our talk. 
Blake thinks they might molest her 
while she's there asleep ! We'll just hope 
it's nothing but one of his drunken 
havers, but I've kent Richard Conseltine 
for well-nigh thirty years, and, man, he's 
a mean creature. There's not much he'd 
stick at, I'm thinking, for the price is the 
title and estates of Kilpatrick. Anyway, 
'tis just sober prudence to warn Moya and 
get her awa' oot o' danger. Her proper 
place is the Castle, but if she'll no consent 
to gang there, we'll just find her another 
shelter for awhile.' 

While Peebles and Desmond were ear- 
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nestly discussing the strange news of her 
resurrection and reappearance, Moya Mac- 
artney was seated alone in the desolate 
tenement known to the country people as 
' Larry's Mill.' 

It was a dreary, tumble- down place, ill- 
fitted for human habitation, and the ' Larry ' 
by whom it had been owned had long gone 
the way of all flesh. The house itself was 
built on wooden pillars, and consisted of an 
upper and a lower chamber; the former 
utterly abandoned, save in the spring of the 
year, when it was temporarily occupied by 
an old shepherd ; the latter now and again 
used as a sort of byre, or shelter-place for 
cattle. A rough ladder, several rungs or 
which had fallen away, led from the under 
to the upper room. 

The mill-wheel itself, choked with filth 
and weeds, stood still and broken, the 
waters of the stream which had once 
turned it forcing their way through its 
torn fissures and gaps, and forming a slimy 
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pool. On the night of which we write 
there had been heavy rains, and the 
stream, swollen and black, was pouring 
through the moveless wheel with the force 
and the roar of a torrent. 

A truckle-bed with a coarse straw 
mattress, and a few coarse utensils, were 
the only furniture of the upper room. 
The floor was strewn with straw. A rude 
window looked down on the wheel and 
on the dismal pool beneath, and as the 
water roared, and the wind blew, the 
whole building shook as if about to be 
swept away. 

The sound of someone stirring below 
startled the woman as she stood at the 
window gazing silently out into the night. 

' Who's there ?' she cried, turning and 
looking down the open trap-door which 
opened on the ladder. 

* Sure it's only me, ma'am,' said a voice 
— 'Larry Monaghan! I've a message to ye 
from my mother, at the new mill beyant.' 
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As the man spoke, his head protruded 
through the trap-door. 

*I see ye've a light convanient,' he 
said, pointing to a tallow candle which 
stood above the disused fireplace. 

* Yes, sure,' answered Moya. 

•Kape it burning, to drive away the 
rats, but mind the sparks — the ould 
timber's like touchwood. But sure it's 
not that I came to say. My mother bids 
ye come over with me to the new mill, 
and shelter there, for sure this is no place 
for a decent woman.' 

' It's only for one more night,' replied 
Moya, ' and then I'll be laving for my own 
home in the south. Though I thank your 
kind mother all the same.' 

* Saints above !' murmured Larry. * It's 
not a wink of shleep I could get here ! 
They're sayin' the place is haunted by the 
fairies.' 

* Sure they won't harm a poor soul like 
me !' cried Moya, with a musical laugh. 
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* Thin ye won't come ? It's only a 
short stretch down the hillside,' 

' I'll stay where I am, thank you,' was 
the reply. ' I'm a sound sleeper, and even 
when I'm waking, I've my thoughts for 
company. It will be getting late ?' 

' Past ten o'clock,' said Larry, * and the 
rain's falling heavily. I'm concerned to 
leave ye here, in a place so lonesome !' 

' The Lord will watch over me !' 
answered Moya, crossing herself. 

* Amin !' said the man. * Then I'll say 
good-night !' 

' Good-night 1' 

With a dubious shake of the head, 
Larry disappeared, and immediately after- 
wards she heard the sound of his retreating 
footsteps below. He was whistling as he 
went, doubtless to keep up his courage, 
for, like most of his class, he was super- 
stitious. Presently all was silent, save for 
the dismal murmur of wind and water. 

Left alone, Moya sat on the bedside, 
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looking at vacancy and thinking. Presently, 
with a deep sigh, she rose, placed the 
lighted candle for safety in a tin bowl on 
the floor close to the bedside, and then, 
kneeling down, covered her face with her 
hands and prayed. 

For a long time she remained thus, 
praying silently. The wind howled, and 
the water roared, but she did not stir. 
When at last she rose, her fair face looked 
calm and peaceful, as if the hand of an 
angel had been placed upon her suffering 
brow. Then she threw herself on the bed, 
and after a time fell asleep. 

How long she slept she never knew; 
but she was wearied out, and her sleep 
was sound. Suddenly, with a start of 
terror, she awakened. The candle had 
gone out, and the place was in total dark- 
ness. As she lay trembling and listening, 
she heard, above the moan of the elements, 
the sound of something moving in the 
room below, and saw, through the trap- 
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door, a gleam like the light from a Ian- 
thorn. 

' Who's there ?' she cried. 

There was no answer, but the light 
immediately disappeared. 

Moya was not superstitious, and much 
sorrow had given her unusual courage. 
She sat up in bed, listening, and heard 
again a sound from below — this time like 
retreating footsteps. 

' Sure it was only my fancy,' she thought, 
' when I seemed to see a light yonder. 
'Twill only be some of the poor mountain 
cattle sheltering from the storm.' 

But at that moment a red gleam came 
from the room below, and before she could 
spring from her bed and look down the 
gleam had become a flame, lighting up the 
place like dawn. Conscious now of a real 
and awful peril, she endeavoured to descend 
the ladder, but a column of mingled smoke 
and flame drove her back, suffocating. 

The room below was a sheet of fire, 
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and piled against the walls was a heap of 
dry hay and straw, burning brightly, with 
flames that leapt up and caught the rotten 
timber. With a scream she again attempted 
to descend, but was instantly driven back. 
Then, scarcely knowing what she did, she 
closed the trap-door, and rushing to the 
window, threw it open. 

She realized the truth now. The sounds 
she had heard, the light she had seen, had 
been made by human beings, and whether 
by design or by accident, the mill had been 
set on fire. Poor soul, she did not yet 
understand that there were men living in 
the world who would do even a deed like 
that to compass a fellow-creature's death. 

As she stood terror-stricken, a tongue 
of fire crept through the floor and caught 
the loose straw with which it was strewn. 
At this fresh horror she uttered a piercing 
shriek, for escape seemed impossible. As 
her voice rose on the night, it was answered 
by another from the darkness. 
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'Mother! mother!' 

Her heart stood still. Was she dream- 
ing ? Whose voice could it be that 
uttered that holy name? She leant out 
over the mill-wheel, and saw^ beyond 
her in the darkness the glimmer of a 
lanthorn. 

* Help ! help !' she cried ; and as she 
cried the w^hole place seemed rocking be- 
neath, and thick clouds of smoke and 
tongues of fire came up through the heat- 
ing floor. Then again she heard the voice, 
crying and imploring. 

'Mother! mother!' 

' Who's that ?' she cried. 

* Desmond — your son Desmond !' 
Desmond ! Her son ! Even in her 

dire and awful peril she felt a thrill of 
delicious joy. 

* Save me, Desmond, save me !' she 
cried. 

* The water-wheel !' answered Desmond. 
* Climb out from the window, stand on 

194 



MOTHER AND SON 

the wheel, and lape for your life into the 
pool below !* 

Moya hesitated, and again, as the flame 
and smoke thickened behind her, uttered 
a despairing scream. 

' 'Tis your only chance for life,' called 
the voice. ' Jump, mother darling ! Sure 
I'll be near to help ye ! Jump, for the 
love of God !' 

It was that or being burned alive. The 
whole mill was now one sheet of flame, 
and the fire scorched her as she stood, 
while the wooden floor crackled and split 
beneath her feet. Crossing herself, and 
consigning her soul to God, she scrambled 
out on the wheel and clung there on hands 
and knees, exposed to the full force of 
wind and rain. 

* Jump, mother !' cried Desmond once 
more. She fluttered forward with a cry, 
and slipped rather than fell with a heavy 
splash into the boiling waters of the pool. 
As she did so her senses left her; she 
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seemed to be sucked down, down into 
some awful abyss ; then she was conscious 
of nothing more. 

When her eyes opened, she was lying 
on the bank of the stream, with the light 
from a lanthorn flashing into her face. 

' Mother ! mother !' cried the voice she 
had heard before. * It's Desmond — your 
son Desmond !' 

His arms were round her neck, her head 
was on his bosom. Peebles, holding the 
lanthorn, bent over them, tears streaming 
down his wrinkled face. 

' Desmond — my boy !' she murmured. 

* Mother, my mother 1' he answered, 
sobbing over her. 

He had watched her drop into the mill- 
pool, and then had plunged in to her 
rescue, catching her as she was swept 
down towards the fall below the mill, and 
swimming with her to the bank whereon 
she now lay. 
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For a long, sacred space the mother 
and son thus strangely reunited knelt 
together, their arms about each other, 
their hearts full of a whirl of many 
mingled emotions which made speech im- 
possible. When at last Moya broke the 
long silence, it was with a voice curiously 
calm, despite the deep underlying tremor 
which told by what an heroic effort she 
was able to speak at all. 

* Desmond ! My son 1' 

' Mother 1' was all Desmond could sob 
in return. 

' Ye know me ? Ye know who I am f 
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' Yes ; Peebles has told me,' returned 
Desmond. 

' Ye don't shrink from me ? Ye don't 
despise the poor woman that loves ye ?' 

* Shrink from you 1 Despise you !* 
cried the boy, straining her to his heart, 
and speaking between the kisses with 
which he covered her face, her hands, her 
dress. ' I'm like to burst with joy for 
finding ye ! I was alone in the world, 
with scarce a friend, nameless and hope- 
less and homeless, and God has sent me 
you /' 

He raised her to her feet, and fell on 
his knees again before her, looking up at 
her with eyes bright with fast-running 
tears. 

* Mother ! mother ! mother !' 

It was all that he could say, and there 
was at once infinite pleasure and poignant 
grief in his repetition of the word. He 
fell forward, embracing her knees. 

' God's good, after all !' said Moya. 
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• Many and many has been the bitter hour 
all these weary years when I thought 
He had forgotten me. Oh, my son, my 
son!' 

She lifted him from his kneeling posture, 
and fed her hungry eyes upon his face. 

' Ye're my own boy, Desmond. I can see 
the face that I remember years ago, smilin' 
at me from the glass, when I little thought 
of the bitter trouble in store for me. I 
can die happy now. There's nothing 
more that God can give me, now that I've 
held you in my arms and heard you call 
me mother.* 

• Not for many a long year yet, please 
God,' sobbed Desmond ; ' not for many a 
long, happy year that you and I will pass 
together. I've something to live for, now 
— something to work for. We'll go away 
together, back to the place you came 
from, and forget the past and all its 
misery.' 

* His face, too 1' said Moya, who, in her 
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passionately loving scrutiny of Desmond's 
features had let his words pass unheeded; 
'his face, as it was when I first knew 
him !' 

* You mean my father ?' cried Desmond. 
'I've disowned him ! I've cast him off! 
I have no father ! — nobody in the world 
but you, mother !' 

' Hoots, man !' said Peebles, who stood 
blinking and looking on like an intelligent 
raven, * are ye going to retreat just when 
the battle's in your hand ? That's mighty 
poor generalship, laddie !' 

The events of the last quarter of an 
hour had quite banished from Desmond's 
memory the story the old man had told 
him as they had walked from the farmer's 
cottage towards the mill. At this sudden 
interruption he stared at Peebles with the 
empty look of one aroused from a day- 
dream by words which bear no meaning to 
his mind. 

'All this trouble has turned the poor 
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lad's brain,' said Peebles to Moya. * Hae 
ye forgotten,' he continued to Desmond, 
* all that I told ye not an hour syne ?' 

The boy gave a sudden cry of recollec- 
tion, and again threw his arms about his 
mother's neck. 

' Come !' he cried, * come to the Castle, 
and take the place that's yours by 
right.' 

* Not yet, laddie, not yet,' said Peebles. 
' Soft and cunning goes far. My lord's no 
in a condition to hae sic a surprise sprung 
on him wi' no sort o' warning. 'Deed, 
'twould kill him, I'm thinking.' 

* And serve him right !' cried Desmond 
hotly. 

* Hoots, man !' said Peebles again, ' ye' re 
in o'er much of a hurry to inherit.' 

' I ?' cried Desmond. * I never thought 
of myself. 'Tis for her, Peebles. Think 
of the long years of misery she's endured, 

of all the anguish — the — the ' His 

voice broke. 
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* Ay !* said Peebles. ' Ye think as the 
young, who have never kenned sorrow, are 
apt to think. She has suffered so long 
that anither day or twa will hardly matter 
much, I'm thinking. You must bide a 
wee, laddie. You must trust to Peebles. 
I'm just as anxious to see you and your 
mother get your rights as ye can be yersel' ; 
but lookers-on see most of the game, and 
my lord's head is cooler than yours is like 
to be.' 

* He is right, Desmond,' said Moya. 
' We must think of — of your father, and 
then — 'tis myself, too, that has need of 
time and need of prayer. If the news had 
come years back, I couldn't have held 
myself back. I should have run to him 
at once. But now — 'tis not of him I 
think; 'tis of you. 'Tis little enough 
pleasure to me to know that I am Lady 
Kilpatrick, and the love that would have 
carried me to him is gone — gone all to 
you, Desmond.' 
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She fell silent for a time, looking straight 
before her with an expression which her 
two companions strove vainly to interpret 
till she spoke again. 

* Those villains think that they have 
killed me,' she said presently, speaking 
quietly, almost dreamily. ' I was thinkin' 
that maybe ' 

'Yes, lassie — I mean Lady Kilpatrick,' 
said the old man, substituting the title for 
the more familiar form of address, with all 
the respect of a good Scot for the upper 
ranks of the social hierarchy. 

' They think I'm dead,' she said again, 
in the same slow and dreamy fashion. 
' Wouldn't it be better if I were dead ?' 

' God guide us !' exclaimed the old man, 
' her wits are wandering.' 

' No,' she said. • But couldn't I go 
away quietly to some place where Des- 
mond could come and see me at odd 
times ? I'd not disgrace him, then, nor — 
nor Henry. If Blake will spake the truth, 
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Desmond will be the next Lord Kil- 
patrick, and that will make me as happy 
as I can ever be this side o' the grave.' 

' Disgrace me !' cried Desmond. ' Oh, 
mother ! how can ye speak so ?' What is 
it to me that I am to be Lord Kilpatrick ? 
Sure, I'd rather be the poor Squireen, and 
have you to love and work for, than be 
king of all Ireland,' 

* Weel said !' cried Peebles. * Eh, there's 
the real grit in ye, laddie! But I'm think- 
ing that maybe ye'll find mair virtue in 
the title o' Lord Kilpatrick than ye think 
for. Think o' Lady Dulcie, Desmond. 
Can ye ask her, the bonnie doo, to share 
sic a life as ye'd hae to live for years and 
years to come, before ye've made a name 
and position for yersel' ? It looks easy at 
your age to conquer the world, but the 
fight's a long and bitter one. And then, 
there's the plain justice of the case. Let 
right be done. Your mother's Lady Kil- 
patrick, and you're Desmond Conseltine, 
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my lord's heir, and I'll see them damn'd — 
the Lord forgive me for swearin' ! — before 
I'll let yon brace o' murderin' thieves 
prosper at your expense. No, no, Moya, 
my lass. There's nae hurry for the moment. 
We can afford the time to bide and turn it 
over till w^e've hit on the best means o' 
gettin' your rights — but hae them ye 
shall, and Desmond, too, or my name's no' 
Peebles. But save us a', here are ye twa 
poor creatures standing here drippin' vsrater. 
Ye'U be takin' yer deaths o' cauld. I must 
find ye anither shelter, my lady, where ye 
may bide quiet and canny till matters are 
arranged. I'll hae to find how^ the land 
lies, and prepare my lord's mind. I hae't ! 
There's Patsy Maguire's cottage. He's 
gone to Dublin to sell his stock for emi- 
grating to America. He'll not be back 
for a week, and the bit sticks o' furniture 
are a' there. 'Tis a lonesome place. 
Ye'U not be disturbit, and nobody need ken 
that ye're there. I'll send ye all ye can 
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want by a sure hand. Kiss your son, and 
say good-bye to him for a day or twa. 
Trust to me !' 

Desmond and his mother took each 
other again in their arms, and for a minute 
the deep silence of the night was broken 
only by the babble of the brook and the 
sound of their sobs and kisses. Then the 
old mill, which had been blazing furiously, 
though unheeded, fell in upon itself with 
a thunderous crash. 

* Lord save us !' cried Peebles, * come 
awa' if ye don't want the countryside 
about us ! It's jest a wonder that 
naebody's come already. Hoot ! they're 
coming 1' 

A noise of distant voices and the 
clatter of feet became audible. 

* Quick, quick !' cried the old man. 
* Get back hame, Desmond ; I'll see to 
your mother.' 

He took Moya by the arm, and with 
gentle violence forced her from the scene, 
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while Desmond moved off in the contrary 
direction. Once or twice he had to hide 
behind trees and boulders from the people 
who were now passing towards the mill 
attracted from all quarters by the blazing 
timbers. 

Once clear of them, and out again in 
the wide silence of the summer night, he 
tried hard to fix his mind on the events of 
the evening, but his brain was bewildered, 
and seemed like a screw too worn to bite ; 
he could think to no satisfactory result. 
Half mechanically, his feet bore him in 
paths he had travelled thousands of times, 
and he found himself at last on the outskirts 
of Kilpatrick Castle. Then his wandering 
wits fixed themselves on one image — 
Dulcie ! He stole noiselessly as a thief about 
the great house. It was still as a tomb, and 
dark, but for a single ray of light which 
shone from a window which he knew to 
be Dulcie's. His heart glowed with love 
and hope. At last she should be his ! 
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There was no question now of accepting 
her heroic self-sacrifice. He could give 
her the position that she had a right to 
aspire to. She had descended from her 
lofty station like a pitying angel to love 
the poor, nameless boy. He could raise 
her to a higher. His heart was so full 
of love and pride and triumph that he 
knelt on the turf beneath that friendly 
gleam of light, and prayed to it as a 
devotee would pray to the shrine of his 
favourite saint, the happy tears running 
down his face. 

* God bless my darling !' he said softly. 
' God bless her !' 

The desire again to see her face, to 
hear her voice, was too strong to be re- 
sisted. He threw a few pebbles of gravel 
against the glass, and a moment later the 
blind was drawn aside. Lady Dulcie saw 
him standing pale and still in the broad 
moonlight, and softly raised the window. 

• Desmond, is it you ?* 
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* Yes, Lady Dulcie. Speak low. May- 
be they're listening. I couldn't stay away 
longer ; T longed so to see you.' 

* I'll come down to you,' she whispered ; 
* go to the west door.' 

He slipped away, and a minute or two 
later Dulcie issued from the house, en- 
veloped in a white dressing-gown, her 
naked feet glistening in rose-coloured 
slippers. Desmond made an irrepressible 
motion to take her in his arms, but, re- 
membering his soaked condition, drew 
back. 

' Why,* said Dulcie, ' you're all drip- 
ping wet, you silly boy ! What have you 
been doing with yourself ?' 

' I've been fishing,' said Desmond. 

' Fishing .''' repeated Dulcie. 

* Yes, sure,' said the boy, with a happy 
laugh. ' I've landed the biggest fish of 
the season. I'll tell ye all about it by- 
and-by, Dulcie. Not yet. 'Tis a secret. 
Haven't ye a kiss for me ?' 

209 P 



LADY KILPATRICK 

Dulcie pecked at the cheek he extended 
towards her, making a comic little face. 

* What is your secret, Desmond ?' she 
aiked. ' Can't you trust me ?' 

'Not yet, my jewel,' said Desmond. 
• Trust me a bit. I'll tell you this much, 
dear. Our troubles are over, and I'll be 
coming in a day or two to claim ye ! Is 
that as sweet to you to hear as it is to me 
to say, I wonder ?' 

* This is all very mysterious,' said 
Dulcie. ' But you seem very happy, 
Desmond. Won't you tell me what has 
happened ?' 

* Not yet. Wait a bit, and be as happy 
as your curiosity will let you.' 

* You provoking wretch !' cried Dulcie. 
' I'm sure something has happened ; you 
seem so ridiculously happy.' 

'Then I look as I feel. Tell me,' he 
went on, to stave off further questioning 
on her part, ' how are things going on here 
at the Castle ? How is Lord Kilpatrick ?' 
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' He's better in health,' replied Dulcie, 
' but he's very glum and silent, and he 
keeps his room. He has seen nobody but 
Peebles, and Mr. Conseltine, and me. 
He's dreadfully changed — quite sullen 
and disagreeable. Oh, by the way, Mr. 
Conseltine and that son of his were 
out nearly all day, and when they came 
back, about an hour ago, I happened to 
pass them in the hall. They were both 
dreadfully pale, and looked awfully dis- 
turbed and frightened. Has your secret 
anything to do with them V 

' Maybe,' said Desmond. * Sure, 'tis no 
use you asking questions. But 'tis good 
news I have for you, when the time comes 
to speak. And now, darling, give me 
another kiss, and go back indoors.' 

He tried hard to hold himself from 
embracing her, but his arms were round 
her before he knew it and he strained her 
to his breast with all his strength. 

* I've ruined your gown,' he said peni- 
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tently, when the embrace was finished, 
' but I couldn't help it. You'd draw the 
soul out of a stone when you look like that. 
The mischiefs done now, so I'll take 
another! Good-night, my angel. Sweet 
dreams, and a happy waking for ye ! If I 
stay any longer I'll be breaking down and 
telling you all, and' tis best you shouldn't 
know for a while.' 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

FATHER AND SON, 

During breakfast next morning at the 
Castle the two Consel tines, father and son, 
who were usually punctual in their appear- 
ance at meal hours, descended late. They 
were pale and quiet ; and Richard, who 
had his nerves very much less under 
control than had his astute and resolute 
parent, was so obviously ill at ease as to 
bring down upon himself the notice and 
comments of his lordship. The old noble- 
man, sick of the seclusion of his solitary 
chamber, had appeared at the breakfast 
table, in hopes that a little cheerful society 
might aid in dissipating the unwelcome 
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reflections which, since Desmond's de- 
parture from the Castle, had beset his 
waking hours and broken his nightly rest. 
At no time gifted with the most equable 
temper in the world, he was particularly- 
snappish and irritable that morning. 

* Your lordship will no' hae heard the 
news, I'm thinking,' said Peebles, stand- 
ing at the sideboard and breaking in 
upon the uneasy silence. His eyes dwelt, 
as if by accident, upon Richard Consel- 
tine's face as he spoke, and the young 
man's pale complexion assumed a greenish 
hue. 

' What news are you talking about ?' 
asked Kilpatrick. 

'There was a fire last night,' answered 
Peebles. 

Richard, conscious of his father's coldly 
threatening eye, spilled half the contents of 
the glass of brandy-and-soda by which he 
had that morning replaced the soberer 
beverages usually in demand at the break- 
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fast table, and conveyed the remainder to 
his lips with a shaking hand. 

' A fire ! Where ?' asked Kilpatrick. 

' At the old mill up by the burn,' said 
Peebles. * 'Twas burned to the ground, 
I'm told, and there's some talk of an old 
peasant woman, a gangrel strange body 
that they had gien shelter to, having been 
burned wi' it.' 

' God bless my soul !' murmured his 
lordship. * Has the body been found ?* 

Richard emitted an involuntary gasp, 
and clung with his feet to the leg of the 
table. 

' No,' returned Peebles, * not yet. 
There's just the chance it never may be. 
A good part o' the blazing timbers fell 
into the burn and were carried awa', and 
it's like eneuch the body went wi' them — 
or maybe they'll come upon it digging 
among the ruins.' 

' Who was the woman ?' asked Dulcie. 
' Does anybody know her ?' 
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* Nobody that I ken o',' returned 
Peebles, with an immovable face. 'A 
bit tramp body.' 

' Deuced odd,' said Kilpatrick. 'How 
could a place like that, miles away from 
anywhere, catch fire? Is there any sus^ 
picion of arson ?' 

' 'Deed,' said Peebles, ' I don't know 
why there should be. Who is there 
that wad do siccan mischief? To 
be sure,' he added, with a reflective 
air, ' the woman might have enemies. 
Those tramps are a waesome lot to 
deal wi' — but it's most likely that she 
did it hersel' by accident, poor thing. 
We'll just hope so, for the sake o' 
human charity — till we get further in- 
formation, anyway.' He looked at 
Richard again as he spoke the last words, 
and had some difficulty in repressing any 
sign of the angry scorn he felt at sight 
of the young man's livid face. ' It's 
hard on Larry, dacent lad,' he continued. 
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' I'm thinking that your lordship might 
do worse than start a subscription for 
him.' 

' Certainly, certainly/ said Kilpatrick. 
* I'll give five pounds. You have my 
leave, Peebles, to say so, and to ask for 
subscriptions in my name.* 

' I'll give five,' said Dulcie. 

* I shall be glad to follow so good 
an example,' said Conseltine. He strove 
hard to speak in his usual smooth fashion, 
but his voice sounded harsh and unsteady 
to his own ears. He gave Richard an 
angrily prompting look, and the boy tried 
to speak, but his tongue rattled against 
the roof of his mouth. ' I thought you 
would,' said Conseltine, quickly inter- 
preting the inarticulate sound issuing 
from his son's throat as an expression of 
charitable sympathy. ' Put Richard and 
myself down for ten pounds, if you please, 
Mr. Peebles.' 

* I thank ye. Lady Dulcie and gentle- 
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men,' said Peebles. * It's good to hae 
feeling hearts, and the means of proving 
that ye hae them. I'll let ye know any 
later news — if the body's found, or any- 
thing o' that kind.' 

* What the devil's the matter with you ?' 
his lordship asked of Richard, with sudden 
acerbity. Richard was a^ white as death, 
and shivering like a leaf. 

* It's the heat, or — or something,' he 
managed to stammer out. 

* Let me help you to your room, my 
boy,' said his father. 

He rose, and supported Richard from 
the table, hiding as well as he could his 
pitiable condition. 

' You cowardly fool !' he hissed in 
his ear, when he had got him to his own 
chamber and locked the door. ' Do you 
want to ruin us .? What are ye afraid of, 
ye shaking poltroon }' 

' He knows !' gasped Richard ; ' 1 could 
see it in his eye ; he knows.' 
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' Knows !' echoed Conseltine scornfully. 

* What does he know ?' 

' He knows that the woman at the mill 
was Moya Macartney.' 

* And if he does/ said Conseltine, * what 
then ? What can he prove ?' 

* He knows more than that, I'll swear !' 
cried Richard. ' I saw him look at me. 
He knows enough to hang us.' 

' Hang us !' repeated the elder. ' By 
the saints, I've a mind to save the hangman 
half his work, you white-livered, croaking 
coward !' 

* If he doesn't know, Blake does,' said 
Richard. 

' Leave Blake to me,' said his father. 

* I'll look after Blake. 'Twill be a ques- 
tion of money ; he'll bleed us pretty freely, , 
I expect ; but if he opens his mouth too 
wide I'll bluff him, and swear he dreamt 
it. 'Tis two against one, any way; two 
men of good position and unblemished 
record against one drunken vagabond. 
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They can prove nothing, let them talk as 
they may. Feagus will hold his tongue 
for his own sake, for if the case comes 
before the court there are three to swear 
that he suggested the business. There's 
no danger at all, except from your cursed 
cowardice. Pull yourself together, and 
trust to me. They can prove no motive. 
Why should you and I go burning mills 
and killing old peasant women? Feagus 
is the only creature alive who knows 
that we were aware of Moya's identity. 
Keep a cool head, and you'll be Lord 
Kilpatrick before long.' 

The task which Peebles had undertaken 
was no easy one, and the more he con- 
templated it, the more difficult it seemed 
to grow. He racked his brains over the 
problem of how to make known to one in 
so precarious a condition of health as Lord 
Kilpatrick the secret of Moya's continued 
existence, and of her presence in the 
neighbourhood. The difficulty was com- 
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plicated by the cowardly and criminal 
attempt on her life by two members of 
his lordship's family, for the honour of 
which the faithful old servant was deeply 
concerned. That two such scoundrels 
should still be permitted to prey on the 
kindness of his master, and diminish 
Desmond's patrimony, was intolerable ; 
that they should be publicly charged with 
their crime was impossible. Feagus, too, 
was in the same boat, and must also be per- 
mitted to escape, for it was impossible to 
denounce him without bringing the crime 
of the Conseltines to light. But, then, 
there was the chance — the strong chance 
— of the gossip of the countiyside bring- 
ing to their ears the knowledge of 
Moya's continued existence, and what three 
such scoundrels might do to cover their 
unsuccessful attempt, and to secure 
their endangered booty, it was hard to 
say. 

The need for decisive action was press- 

221 



LADY KILPATRICK 

ing, but in what direction was that action 
to be taken ? One course, and one course 
only, seemed to Peebles clear for the 
moment. It was in Jiis power to secure 
Moya's safety from any further attempt. 
That could be done by simply telling the 
two villains now in the house that theii 
nefarious proceeding of the night before 
was known. Once resolved, Peebles was 
as bold a man as any that ever trod shoe- 
leather ; and with such a weapon as was 
furnished by his hold over the two Con- 
seltines he would have faced an army. 
His resolution taken, he walked with an 
assured foot upstairs to Richard's bedroom, 
and knocked at the door ; it was opened 
by the elder man. 

' I'd like a word with you, if you please, 
Mr. Conseltine,' he said. 

' Presently, Mr. Peebles, presently,* said 
the other, who did not care to expose his 
son and confederate to the old man's keen 
eye in his present pitiful condition of 
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nervous excitement. ' We have business 
of importance together.' 

' It must be business o* very great 
importance,' said Peebles, ' if it can't wait 
till mine is finished.' 

Conseltine's hard eye dw^elt on the old 
man's face, and his lips tw^itched in a 
hopeless attempt to maintain their im- 
passivity. 

* You are importunate, my old friend,' 
he said. 

* Ye'd better listen to me,' returned the 
grim old servitor. 

Conseltine stood aside to allow him to 
enter, and closed and locked the door 
behind him. Richard was seated on the 
bed. He made a terrible and clumsy 
effort to seem at ease as Peebles' gaze 
passed lightly over him before it settled 
again on his father. 

' Well, sir .?' said Conseltine as calmly as 
he could. 

* Before making the communication I 
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hae to make,* said Peebles, his usual slow 
and deliberate drawl more slow and 
deliberate than ever, ' I hae to tell ye 
that, but for the honour o' the house 
I've served man and boy for five-and-forty 
years, I should have conseedered it my 
duty as a good citizen to hand you and 
your son, Mr. Richard Conseltine, here 
present, into the hands o' justice.' 

Neither of the persons he addressed 
making any reply to this preamble, Peebles 
continued : 

* When Larry's mill was burned down 
last night, the woman once known as Moya 
Macartney, best known to you and me, 
Mr. Conseltine, as Lady Kilpatrick, was 
leeving there.' 

That Conseltine knew of Moya's claim 
to the title Peebles gave her was only a 
shrewd guess of the latter's, but the start 
and pallor with which Conseltine heard 
the words showed the old man that the 
shaft had struck home. 
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' The mill/ continued Peebles, • was 
fired by you and your son there, in 
complicity wi' one Feagus, the lawyer, 
wi' the object of destroying the unfortunate 
lady, your brother's wife.' 

Richard gave a sort of feeble gulp at 
this, and cowered terror-stricken on the 
bed. 

* It's by no virtue o' yours, Mr. Con- 
seltine, that your wicked will was not 
worked. Moya Macartney, Lady Kil- 
patrick, is alive and safe. She was rescued 
from death by her son, Desmond Con- 
seltine, sole lawfully begotten son and heir 
of my master, Lord Kilpatrick.' 

' Damn you !' cried Richard, leaping 
from the bed at these words with a flash 
of hysteric anger conquering his fears. 
' You come and tell us this ! Father !' 

' Hold your tongue !' said the elder man 
quietly. * Don't play the fool, Richard 
Conseltine.' 

Peebles looked at him with a kind of 
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loathing admiration of his courage and 
coolness. 

' If you've any more to say, Mr. Peebles,' 
Conseltine continued, ' you'd better get it 
over.' 

'Just this,' said the old man : ' ye'U hold 
your tongue about the business till I see fit 
to speak. Ye'U cease to trade on his 
lordship's generosity, and rob the poor lad 
ye've kept out of his rights all these years, 
and the poor woman ye've tried to murder. 
And if in a day or two ye can manage to 
find some business o' sufficient importance 
to tak' ye awa' oot o' this place, and to 
keep ye awa' oot o't for the rest o' your 
natural lives, so much the better. I don't 
think,' he added reflectively, as he scraped 
his lean jaws thoughtfully with his long 
fingers — 'I don't think there's any ither 
thing to be arranged. Ye'd better keep 
clear o' Blake, perhaps.' 

' One word, Mr. Peebles,' said Con- 
seltine, as the old man turned to go. 
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' When do you intend to break to my 
brother the news of — of that woman being 
alive ?' 

'I canna preceesely tell ye/ returned 
Peebles. * As soon's I think he's strong 
enough to hear it. In the mean time, 
Mr. Conseltine, ye'd best ca' cannie. I'm 
secret in the game till ye try another 
move ; but if ye do, I'll split on ye, as sure 
as God's in heaven 1' 
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LADY KILPATRICK. 

Peebles had left the Conseltines barely 
half an hour when a message was brought 
to him in his pantry that Mr. Blake of 
Blake's Hall would be glad to have the 
pleasure of a word with him. Blake, 
being ushered into the old man's private 
room, immediately demanded whisky, and, 
having been supplied, inquired of Peebles 
what was the news concerning Moya. 

*I met Larry as I was coming here. 
Sure, he's like a madman, raving about the 
poor woman that must have been burned 
wid the mill, though sorra a chip of her 
bones or a rag of her dress have they 
found.' 
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* They're no likely to find anything,' 
said Peebles. ' I went straight to Desmond 
last night, and he was just in time to rescue 
her from the awfu' death the villains had 
plotted for her.' 

'Glad am I to know it,' said Blake. 
' Are the rogues laid by the heels yet ?' 

'No,' said Peebles, 'nor will they be, 
wi' my good will. Man, 'twould break my 
lord's heart ! His ain brother, Mr. Blake ! 
his ain brother's son ! No, no. They must 
be let gang, for the honour o' the family, 
though it's a hard lump to swallow, and 
goes terribly against my conscience, that 
twa such wretches should be free while 
many a decent man's in prison. But 
there's just no help for it. And noo, just 
tell me, Mr. Blake, are ye sober — sober 
enough, I mean, to know the value of 
what ye're saying ?' 

' Sober, is it ?' cried Blake. * Soberer 
than I've been this five-and-twenty years, 
bad luck to me !' 
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'Then listen to me,' said Peebles. 
* 'Twas you that married his lordship to 
Moya Macartney ?' 

* 'Twas so,' returned Blake. 

* And ye had really been ordained a 
clerk in holy orders before that time ?' 

* I had, but when I performed the cere- 
mony I used a false name.' 

' That makes no difference,' returned 
Peebles. ' You were a clergyman, you are 
a clergyman, and a clergyman you'll die. 
Holy orders are indelible ! I ken that 
much, though I'm no churchman mysel'. 
Noo, Moya's safe, and it's my intention, 
jest as soon as it can be done withoot 
chance of damage to my lord's health, to 
break the news to him, and I'll look to 
you to put all possible assistance in the 
way o' proving your possession o' the neces- 
sary power to perform a legal marriage.' 

' H'm !' said Blake doubtfully. 

'And what the deil d'ye mean by 
" h'm".?' asked Peebles. 
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* You're talkin' mighty aisy,' said Blake, 

* of my givin' up the only means o' 
livelihood I've had these years past.' 

' Means o' livelihood,' repeated Peebles. 

* You're doited, man alive ! What has this 
question to do wi' your means of liveli- 
hood ?' 

'Just the blackmail that Dick Conseltine 
has paid me to hold my tongue,' replied 
Blake with a beautiful candour. 

* That's all o'er now,' said Peebles. 
' He kens that Moya's alive, and he kens 
that / ken it. Eh, Patrick Blake,' he 
continued, shaking his head reproachfully 
at the burly figure opposite him, ' ye've 
been a sad scoun'rel in your time, I doubt. 
But ye helped to save that puir lass's life, 
and I'll no be hard on ye. What can be 
done for ye in reason shall be done. 
Maybe the wages o' honesty won't amount 
to as much as the wages o' sin, but ye'll 
hae a clearer conscience to mak' up the 
balance. I can promise naething, but I'll 
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speak to Desmond and my lord. I'm 
thinking ye'd be best oot o' the country. 
Some hundred pounds and a passage to 
America would suit ye fine.' 

* Emigration !' said Blake, ' 'Twas that 
Dick Conseltine was advising the other 
day. Faix, ye're all in a mighty hurry 
to get rid o* poor old Pat Blake. Well, 
Peebles, I'll trust ye. I've always found 
ye square and honest, and I like the boy, 
I'd rather see him with the title than that 
ape cub o' Dick Conseltine's, any day of 
the year. As for the help I can give ye, 
well, there's me licence to preach, marry, 
and bury, signed by the Bishop, and 
granted at Maynooth College. I've got 
it at home at Blake's Hall to this day, 
and faith, if that's not enough, I can 
find a score o' people at my old cure 
who'll remember me and swear to my 
identity,' 

At this moment he was interrupted by 
a rap at the pantry door, and a servant 
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announced that Peebles was needed in my 
lord's chamber. 

* Wait here,' said the old man to Blake, 
' I'll no' be long.' 

Peebles mounted the stairs, and found 
Kilpatrick seated at the open window of 
his room. He gave some commonplace 
instructions which could quite easily have 
been fulfilled by any other servant in the 
house. Peebles, who knew his master's 
mind as though he had made him, obeyed 
the orders, and stood at his elbow silently. 

* Well, Peebles ? well ?' asked Kilpatrick. 
' Well, my lord ?' said Peebles, 

* What are you waiting for .?' 
' For your lordship's orders.' 
Kilpatrick sat twisting his fingers In a 

nervous silence for a second or two, and 
then abruptly asked : 

' Where's Desmond ? I suppose you've 
seen him lately ?' 

* Ay !' said Peebles, * I saw him last 
night/ 
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* And what had the young scamp to say 
for himself? Still on the high horse, I 
suppose ? When does he propose to 
honour my house with his presence again ?' 

' God forgive us !' said Peebles, shaking 
his head at his master with a mournful 
reproof. ' " Still on his high horse," 
quotha ! 'Tis you that are walking wi' 
the bare feet o' conscience in the mire o' 
repentance, if your silly pride would let 
ye own till it.' 

Kilpatrick tried to look angrily at the 
old man, but the continued slow shake of 
Peebles' head, and the calm penetration of 
the eyes that dwelt on his, cowed him. 

* I ask you, Peebles,' he cried suddenly, 
' is not my position a hard one ?' 

' Sair hard,' said Peebles ; * but ye made 
it yoursel', and ye hae nae right to 
grumble.* 

' It's harder than I deserve,' cried Kil- 
patrick. 'If — ^if it was the — the just 
measure of punishment for — for that silly 
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indiscretion of years ago, I should not 
complain, but ' 

* My lord !' said Peebles, ' dinna gang 
beyond God's patience. " Just measure o' 
punishment !" *' too hard !" I wonder ye 
bae the presumption to sit in that chair, 
and talk to me that ken the circum- 
stances.' 

' Hold your tongue, confound you !' said 
his master. 

* That will I no',' returned Peebles, ' till 
as your speeritual weelwisher and your 
carnal servant I hae done my best to 
purge your heart o' the black vanity ye 
cherish.' 

* Go to the devil, you canting old 
scoundrel !' screamed Kilpatrick. 

' After your lordship,' said Peebles 
suavely, and flowed on before the angry 
old gentleman could stop him. ' You say 
your lot's a hard one ? You complain that 
Providence is punishing you too severely ? 
Man, ye are just like a spoiled child, that 
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sets a house afire in his wantonness, and 
then thinks he's badly treated because he 
gets his fingers burnt. Your lot a hard 
one ! What about the lot o' the innocent 
lass that trusted ye, and that ye ruined and 
slew ? What about the bright bonny lad 
that God put it into his mither's heart to 
send here t' ye, that should hae been a 
sound o' peace in your ears, a light unto 
your eyes, a sermon to your understanding, 
ilka day this eighteen years bygone ? 
What about his shame and anguish, his 
loss of respect and belief in all his kind, 
because you, the one man he loved and 
trusted most, turned to base metal in his 
sight ? And ye are hardly treated ! Gin 
ye had your deserts, Henry Conseltine, 
Lord Kilpatrick, ye'd be on the treadmill 
at this minute. There's many an honester 
man than you that's praying God this 
minute for bread and water to stay his 
carnal pangs, while ye sit here, full o' 
meat, and puffed out wi' idleness. 111- 
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treated ! Ma certie !' cried the old man, 
with a fall from an almost Biblical 
solemnity of phrase to latter-day col- 
loquialism which would have seemed 
ludicrous to any third person. * Ye're no 
bldte ! Perhaps ye'd like a step up in the 
peerage for havin' ruined an honest lassie 
and broken a poor lad's heart ?' 

' Upon my soul/ said Kilpatrick, twisting 
in his chair, * I don't know why I stand 
your infernal impudence.' 

• For the same reason,' returned Peebles, 
' that you stand the infernal impudence o' 
your ain conscience. Ye've been trying to 
drug and bully that into quiet a' these 
years, and ye've no succeeded yet, and ne'er 
will, the Lord be praised ! Ye ask,' he con- 
tinued, * if Desmond's on his high horse yet ? 
Ay, is he — on a higher horse than ever.' 

' What do you mean ?' asked Kilpatrick. 

' Circumstances have come to light this 
last day or twa,' said Peebles, * that put a 
new complexion on a' this business.' 
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' What circumstances ?' asked his lord- 
ship wonderingly. 

' Strange circumstances,' said Peebles. 
' I've news for ye that'll mak' your ears to 
tingle, I'm thinking.' 

* Curse you !' cried the old man ; 'can't 
you speak out, instead of jibbering and 
jabbering in this fashion, you old death's- 
head !' 

* Ye' re a foul-mouthed person. Lord 
Kilpatrick,' said Peebles dryly, ' but let that 
flea stick to the wall. I've news for ye 
that it will tak' courage to listen to.' 

* Man alive !' cried Kilpatrick ; ' for the 
love of God don't waste your time and 
my patience in this fashion ! What is 
your news .?' 

* Just this,' said the old man slowly and 
deliberately : ' The marriage with Moya 
Macartney, that ye believed to be a 
sham marriage — the more shame to ye for 
it — was no' a sham at all, but as good 
a marriage as was ever made between 
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man and maid on this earth, and as 
binding !' 

Kilpatrick stared at him like one 
distraught, breathing heavily, and grasping 
the side -pieces of his armchair with 
twitching fingers. 

''Tis sooth I'm tellin' ye,' returned 
Peebles. ' Blake was in holy orders. 
He'd been deprived of his cure and he per- 
formed the ceremony under a false name, 
but he'd ne'er been disfrocked. Desmond 
is your lawfully begotten son — ^your heir !' 

Kilpatrick's reception of this astounding 
news fairly astonished the old man. After 
the first dumfoundering effect of the 
communication had passed, Kilpatrick 
sprang from his chair, his face flushed, his 
eyes glittering. 

' Is it true ? Is it true ?* 

* True as death !' responded Peebles. 

* Where is he ?' cried the old man. 
* For God's sake, Peebles, bring him here ! 
Let me see him !' 
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His face darkened with a sudden ex- 
pression of doubt. 

' Peebles,' he cried brokenly ; ' you're 
not playing with me ? You're not de- 
ceiving me ? I've been a good master to 
you these years past ; you couldn't — you 
wouldn't ' 

' God forbid !' said Peebles, * It's 
gospel truth,' 

' But,' asked Kilpatrick, * why has Blake 
been silent all these years ?' 

' Because,' said Peebles, ' Richard Con- 
seltine has made it worth his while,' 

' By Heaven !' cried the old lord, * I'll 
break every bone in Dick's body ! Peebles, 
you don't know what I've suffered all 
these years. Even from you I've hidden 
my miseries. I've looked at Desmond, 
standing side by side with that ugly cub 
of Dick's, and ground my teeth to think 
that I couldn't leave the title to him. 
God bless you, Peebles — God bless you 
for the news ! 'Fore Gad ! I shall go 
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mad with joy. Peebles, I'll double your 
wages if you'll get the boy here in an 
hour from now. What are you standing 
glowering there for .? Run, you old 
rascal, run, and bring Desmond to me ! 
My eyes are hungry for him ! I'll ac- 
knowledge him before the world ! He 
shall marry Dulcie before the week's out, 
and I'll live to nurse my grandson yet ! 
Dick's face will be a sight to see when he 
learns that I know this.' 

Peebles did not move. He was re- 
volving in his mind the wisdom of at once 
breaking to Kilpatrick the news that the 
wife he deemed dead was living. 

'Desmond shall do that,' he said to 
himself 'Ay, Desmond shall do that. 
'Twill come better from him. My lord's 
heart will be softened. 'Twill be less of a 
shock than if / told him. Ay, ay,' he 
said aloud, as Kilpatrick impatiently bade 
him begone and fetch Desmond. * He 
shall be here inside an hour, my lord.' 
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* God bless you, old friend,' said his 
lordship, shaking hands with him. 'You're 
a pragmatical old Puritan, but you've 
taken ten years off my age to-day.' 

Peebles descended to the pantry, where 
he found Blake still in intimate converse 
with the whisky bottle. 

' Mr. Blake, would ye do my lord and 
me a service ?' 

' By my troth, I will, then,' said Blake. 

Peebles called a groom, and bade him 
prepare a horse and carriage. 

' I want ye, Mr. Blake, to drive to 
Maguire's cottage over at Cornboy. There 
you'll find Moya Macartney — tell her she 
must come with you. Then drive on to 
Doolan's Farm, and pick up Desmond. 
Bring them both here, and I'll have a boy 
posted in the road to warn me that ye're 
coming.' 
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THE MOVING BOG. 

In a state of mind bordering as closely on 
frenzy as was possible in so very cold and 
calculating a nature, Conseltine made his 
way to the neighbouring village of Cor- 
dale, where, in a disreputable inn bearing 
the pretentious title 'Hotel,' his confederate 
Feagus was waiting the issue of events. 
He found the worthy seated in a parlour 
leading off the main chamber, or taproom, 
playing cards with the landlord, a truculent- 
looking ruffian in shirt-sleeves. 

As Conseltine entered, Feagus looked 
up with a grin, but, seeing at a glance by 
the expression of Conseltine's face that 
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something unusual had occurred, he threw 
down his cards and rose to his feet. 

' Business before pleasure, Pat Linney,' 
he said. • Here's a client, good luck to 
him ! Will ye be seated, Mr. Conseltine ?' 

' No, no,' was the reply, ' Come out 
into the fresh air; this place is stifling' — as 
indeed it was, from the combined effects 
of bad ventilation, bad tobacco, and bad 
whisky. 

' What's the matter now ?' sharply 
demanded the lawyer, as they stood to- 
gether in the open street. An Irish 
'mist' was falling from skies dark with 
heavy clouds, and the prospect all around 
the few miserable huts which constituted 
the ' village ' was miserable in the extreme. 

In a few hurried words Conseltine 
recounted the facts of the interview with 
Peebles. 

* So that's it, is it ?' cried the lawyer, 
scowling savagely. ' If I'd been in your 
place, I'd have coaxed the ould villain into 
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some convanient corner, and knocked him 
on the head.' 

• Nonsense !' said Conseltine. 

' Nonsense, ye call it ?' snapped Feagus, 
showing his teeth like a savage dog about 
to bite. * When you're cooling your heels 
in gaol ye'll pipe to a different tune.' 

' And you ?' 

* Don't couple my name with yours in 
that connection, Conseltine. I forbid ye. 
My hands are clane, and the only thing on 
my conscience is that I didn't inform 
against ye.' 

Consel tine's face was livid with anger, 
as the other continued: 

'And it's nice of ye to bring me put 
into the wet to talk with me, as if I wasn't 
a dacent man, except for my dealing with 
the likes of you. I'm tired of doing dirty 
work for one that hasn't the brains of 
a brent goose, or the pluck of a louse — 
I am, sir ! How will ye get out of it all ? 
tell me that.' 
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'We sink or swim together,' answered 
Conseltine. ' I didn't come here to listen 
to abuse. I want your advice.' 

' Then come in to the fireside,' snarled 
Feagus, moving towards the inn. 

' No ! Can't you understand that 
something must be done at once ? That 
old fool is against us, so is Blake ; and 
when Desmond Macartney hears that 
we're concerned in his mother's death, 
he'll never rest till he's hunted us down. 
Come away with me to Blake's at 
once, and see what can be done with 
him.' 

For some time Feagus was obdurate, 
but at last he listened to his companion's 
arguments, and agreed to accompany him 
to Blake's Hall. The way thither led 
by a track across the open moor or 
' mountain,' and, after refreshing himself 
with one stiff tumbler of Jamieson at the 
inn, Feagus followed Conseltine through 
the drizzling rain. 
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A dreary day, a dreary prospect. The 
ground was covered with a soft, soaked 
blanket of mud, moss, and heather, and 
low, gray vapours were trailing on every 
side across the rain-washed hills. Not 
one ray of sunlight broke the gloom, but 
far away to seaward moved a white mass 
like smoke, ever shifting and changing. 
The air was strangely still, for the rain 
was too thin and mist-like to proOuce the 
slightest sound. 

It was a miserable walk of three Irish 
miles from the village of Cordale to the 
valley inhabited by Blake. The two men 
hastened along in gloomy silence until 
they had covered half the distance. Then 
Feagus paused with an oath, and looked 
fiercely into the pale, determined face of 
his companion. 

'I'm a fool to follow ye!' he cried. 
* I'd be a wiser man if I took the car to 
Sligo, and left ye here to fight the devils 
you've raised.' 
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' I tell you that we stand or fall to- 
gether,' said Conseltine. 

' That's a lie ! If I was an accessory 
before the fact, I can plade insufficiency of 
motive, and turn Queen's evidence. What 
d'ye say to that, now ?' 

Consel tine's face went a shade whiter, 
and its expression a shade uglier, as he 
glanced down at Feagus, and then sur- 
veyed the gloomy prospect surrounding 
him. For the moment his impulse was 
to spring upon his accomplice, and strangle 
him then and there ; but Feagus, though 
small, was wiry, and fierce as a wild cat, 
and would have taken a great deal of 
killing. Momentary as the impulse was, 
it expressed itself clearly on his coun- 
tenance, and was at once understood and 
appreciated by Feagus, who said with a 
savage and spiteful grin : 

* Wouldn't ye like to get rid of me now, 
as ye got rid of poor Moya Macartney ? 
So I'm a thorn in your side, Dick Con- 
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seltine ? By the powers, I'll be a bigger 
thorn yet, if ye don't mind what you're 
after !' 

'You're drunk,' returned Conseltine, 
* and you talk like a child. Come along !' 

And he walked slowly on. 

* A child, am I, and drunk ?' muttered 
Feagus, irresolute whether to follow or 
turn back. ' Well, I'm neither too young 
nor too drunk to guess what game you're 
after, my fine gintleman. If I'm not 
before ye, 'tis you that will be blowing the 
gaff, and denouncing me, to save your own 
skin. So I won't leave ye yet awhile, I'm 
thinking.' 

He followed Conseltine at a short 
distance, grumbling and cursing at every 
footstep of the way. From time to time 
Conseltine glanced back to assure himself 
that he was following. 

At last, soaked to the skin and splashed 
with mud, they came in view of Blake's 
Hall. By this time the rain had almost 
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ceased, but above the heights which rose 
seaward, beyond the flat valley in which 
the Hall lay, a great mass of vaporous 
cumuli, black and ominous, hung like a 
pall. Between this mass and the hill 
summits was a white space filled with 
smoke-like vapour, with gleams of shim- 
mering silver. The silence had grown 
deeper, but when the slightest sound arose 
it travelled with startling distinctness for 
miles. Here and there, between the valley 
and the hills, were scattered cottages, bright 
patches of green pasture, and clumps of 
woodland. From these, at intervals, came 
the lowing of cattle, the crowing of a 
cock, the cry of a solitary human voice — 
each and all of which seemed to make the 
silence more intense. 

Down to the cottage, or hall, went the 
two men, only to find that they had come 
upon a useless errand. The door stood 
open, but when they entered there was no 
sign of anybody within. Tired with his 
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long walk, Feagus threw himself on a 
stool, and, lighting his pipe, began smok- 
ing furiously, while Conseltine, returning 
to the door, searched the prospect in vain 
for any trace of the man he sought. 

A hundred yards from the threshold 
ran the fiver, a narrow and shallow stream 
in ordinary weather, but now broadened 
and deepened by the rain. It was boiling 
along at lightning speed, stained deep 
brown by the clay and peat of the moor- 
lands whence it flowed. The stepping- 
stones at the ford, by which one gained the 
road to Castle Fitzpatrick, were covered, 
and to cross at all a man would have had 
to wade nearly waist-deep, at the risk of 
being carried away by the current. 

Like a man lost in thought, Conseltine 
walked over to the bank, and stood looking 
at the water. His mind was in as great a 
tumult as the raging stream. All his 
plans had failed, the whole world seemed 
leagued against him, and he was now full 
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of a nameless dread, a horror of discovery, 
of punishment, and of the accompanying 
shame. Recent events had developed 
everything that was harsh and even savage 
in his nature. He had passed from one 
crime to another, till the blackest of all 
crimes cast its shadow on his soul ; not 
that he felt any pity for the victim of his 
evil deed — his dominant feeling was one of 
fierce rage that the deed had been done in 
vain. How to act now he knew not. 
His only hope was in the silence of 
Peebles, whose regard for the honour 
of the family he well knew. His greatest 
fear was of Desmond, should the Squireen 
learn that his mother's life had been 
attempted. 

He stood so long brooding there, that 
Feagus grew impatient, and came to the 
door to look after him. 

' What the devil are ye doing there ?' 
shouted the lawyer. 

Conseltine looked round, atid made no 
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reply. At that moment a strange sound, 
like the faint shock of an earthquake, 
came from the distant hills. Both men 
instinctively glanced thither, and saw, 
stretching from the black mass or pile of 
cloud behind the hill-tops, a silhouette of 
solid black, in the form of an enormous 
waterspout, its apex in the clouds, its 
base hidden somewhere in the unseen 
ocean. Even as they gazed it burst, and 
for a moment it seemed as if night had 
come, the whole skies being wrapt in 
blackness, and the rain falling in a deluge, 
lashing the ground. 

* Powers of heaven !' cried Feagus, 
clinging to the lintel of the open door, 
and feeling, almost for the first time in his 
life, a ghastly sense of fear. Before he 
could realize his own dread, Conseltine 
stood by him, panting for breath. 

• Look yonder !' Conseltine gasped, 
gripping his companion by the arm, and 
pointing up the mountains. 
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Light now broke from the clouds — 
gloomy light with livid rays ; and it fell 
full on a great green stretch of bogland 
covering the mountain side. The mountain 
itself seemed rocking as if with earthquake, 
and simultaneously the bog itself, like 
thick and slimy lava, seemed to be moving 
downward ! 

' Holy saints defend us !' cried Feagus. 

As he spoke, the sound of human cries 
came from the distance, and figures were 
seen wildly moving to and fro. A white 
cottage of stone rocked, crumbled like 
sugar in water, and disappeared from sight, 
washed over by the moving earth. 

Tempest on sea and earthquake are 
dreadful enough, but there is no phe- 
nomenon more portentous than that of the 
moving bog, when the very earth seems to 
become liquid lava, shifting and changing, 
obliterating landmarks, and swallowing up 
whatever stands in the way of its fatal 
course. Such was the phenomenon the 
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two men were now contemplating — a 
whole hillside shifting from its place and 
moving downward like a great slow, ever- 
broadening stream, engulfing rocks, trees, 
and human dwellings, bearing fragments 
of these in its course, urging stones and 
rocks along like a river in full flood, now 
halting and pausing to destroy obstacles, 
again rolling relentlessly on. 

In the present case, it was fed with the 
rain of a thousand torrents, which gushed 
along with it and hastened it along. 

Louder and shriller cries soon broke 
upon the air, and groups of men, women, 
and children were seen flying down the 
valley, some driving before them cattle as 
terror-stricken as themselves, many bearing 
blankets, bedding, and domestic utensils, 
all moaning and shrieking in fear. Very 
slowly, but surely and terribly, the bog 
crept behind them, devouring and destroy- 
ing, yet now and then, as if in caprice, 
leaving some dwelling or clump of trees 
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untouched, like an island in a slimy, 
moving pool. 

As emotion spreads from one to another 
in a crowd of living beings, so does trouble 
grow by some elemental sympathy of 
nature among inanimate things. The 
terror and the tumult of the scene we are 
describing seemed to communicate itself to 
the whole landscape. The very river, 
flowing from the opposite direction, and 
winding away seaward by the base of the 
mountains, seemed to boil up ominously, 
surging tumultuously along. A mile 
away there was a wooden bridge, over 
which many of the panic-stricken peasants 
had now crossed, gaining the open vale 
beyond. Suddenly, the supports of this 
bridge yielded to the fury of the waters ; 
the bridge, covered with sheep and cattle, 
with men and women about to follov/, 
tottered, yielded, and was swept away with 
its load. 

All this time Feagus and Conseltine had 
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Stood fascinated, forgetful of themselves in 
the extraordinary scene they were contem- 
plating ; but now, as the excitement cul- 
minated, they realized their own danger. 

' We must get out of this,' said Feagus. 
* If we don't cross the ford, we'll be buried 
alive !' 

He flew rather than ran towards the 
river, and reached the place of crossing, 
only to stand in abject terror above a 
boiling torrent. 

' Saints save us !' he groaned. * No man 
can cross here.' 

He turned trembling, and saw Con- 
seltine standing by his side, pale but 
comparatively calm. 

* What's to be done ?' gasped Feagus. 

Conseltine smiled grimly. 

' Plunge in, man, wade to the other 
side, or swim to it ! It's not twenty yards 
from bank to bank.' 

' I should drown !' cried the lawyer. 

« Better that than live to betray the man 
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that has fed and kept you so many years. 
You talked of turning Queen's evidence — 
go and do it !' 

Feagus recoiled. 

' I didn't mane it, Conseltine — 'twas 
only my little joke. For God's sake, tell 
me what's to be done !' 

' I neither know nor care,' returned the 
other. * Perhaps it's God's vengeance 
upon us for what we've done. Are you 
afraid to die ?' 

Without replying, Feagus looked round 
in despair. The whole mountain-side 
seemed now descending on that portion of 
the valley where he stood, while the river 
wound round and round, between Blake's 
Hall and the open moor by which they 
had gained the lonely vale. There was 
only one way of escape — to gain the 
opposite bank of the river. 

• Tell me this — if we escape out of this 
alive, do you mean to stand by me or to 
turn against me ?' 
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' To stand by ye, to stand by ye !' cried 
Feagus. 

'Then strip off your coat, and follow 
me !' said Conseltine. ' I'm going across. 
If the water takes me off my feet, I shall 
swim to the point below yonder — the 
current swirls that way, and it's shallow 
close to the bank. You'd better come — it's 
your only chance.' 

Suiting the action to the word, Con- 
seltine took off his outer garments, and 
stood in trousers and shirtsleeves; then, 
stooping down, he unlaced his mud-clogged 
boots, and threw them off Trembling 
with fear, Feagus followed his example. 

Conseltine crept down to the water's 
edge, and leaning forward, tried the depth 
with a heavy blackthorn stick which he 
carried. 

' We can do it,' he said. ' Mind you 
stand firm against the current, or you're a 
dead man,' 

Feagus groaned and prayed. All his 
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natural courage had deserted him, and 
he looked an abject picture of human 
wretchedness. 

' Stop a minute,' he cried ; * I'm out o' 
breath ! ' 

•Stop if you please,' returned Con- 
seltine contemptuously. * I'm going 
across!' 

Then steadying himself for the struggle, 
and using his stick as a partial support, he 
stepped into the stream, and in a moment 
was fighting with the current. With slow, 
long strides he moved from the bank, his 
feet set upon the slippery bottom. For 
several yards the water reached no higher 
than his knees, but gradually deepened ; it 
at last surged wildly to his waist ; but he 
was a tall man of unusual strength, and 
nature favoured him. For a few moments, 
as he stood in mid-stream, it seemed as if 
he must be swept away, but, facing the 
current and leaning forward, he held his 
own — then, putting out all his strength, 
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he leaped rather than walked until he 
gained the shallower water on the farther 
side. He had passed safely, and stood 
soaked and dripping, but secure, upon the 
further bank. 

Feagus, who had watched his progress 
with wondering eyes, but with an increas- 
ing sense of hope, still stood crouching by 
the riverside. 

' Come,' cried Conseltine, waving his 
stick and laughing ; ' it's easier than I 
thought !' 

'Your staff! Throw me your staff!' 
shrieked Feagus, and glancing round he 
saw the bog descending like a snake 
towards Blake's Hall. Then an extra- 
ordinary phenomenon took place. The 
bog, meeting the river just where the 
bridge had fallen, blocked it like an enor- 
mous dam and then crawled like a monster 
over it. The result was instantaneous. 
The river, arrested in its course, began to 
swell up, deepen, and push backward on 
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itself. There was not a moment to be 
lost if it was to be crossed again. 

' Throw me your staff, for the love of 
God !' cried Feagus. 

Conseltine hesitated for a moment, then 
cast the stick across the flood with all his 
might ; it fell close to Feagus, who gripped 
it eagerly, and then, with a cry, plunged 
forward into the water. His progress was 
at first comparatively easy, but as the water 
deepened, it became more and more difH- 
cult to keep his foothold. With face set 
hard and eyes protruding, he struggled on. 

After watching him for a moment, Con- 
seltine ran from the bank, followed the 
side of the stream, and stood on the point of 
land of which he had spoken, some forty 
yards below. Standing there, he waited 
for results. 

Straining every nerve, and praying aloud, 

the lawyer reached the middle of the stream, 

and paused for a moment, gasping for 

breath. Then the roar of the flood, and 
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the rush of water and wind, seemed to 
blind and confuse him, and he seemed 
giving way. But with a mighty effort he 
kept his feet, and even then all might have 
gone well with him but for an accidental 
impediment — the half-submerged trunk of 
a tree, which rolled over and over, struck 
the staff from his hands and took him off 
his feet. With a shriek, he was swept 
headlong into the flood, and disappeared. 

Only for a few moments — then, haggard 
and ghastly, his head re-emerged, drifting 
towards the point where Conseltine stood. 
A good swimmer, he struck boldly out, 
and was helped by the current. All he 
was conscious of was the rushing water 
around him, and the figure of Conseltine 
coming nearer and nearer. 

As Conseltine had explained, the current 
swept right to the point, close to which 
there was some shallow water. Strong 
and wiry as a terrier, Feagus made his way 
thither, fighting for his life. He was 
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close to the point, his feet touched solid 
ground, and he could see Conseltine close 
to him, looking calmly down, when his 
force failed him and he was whirled round 
like a straw. 

'Save me !' he shrieked, reaching out his 
hands. 

By wading forward, and gripping the 
hands so outstretched, Conseltine, with 
little or no danger to himself, could have 
drawn him into the shallows, but, instead 
of so doing, he looked at the miserable 
man and made no effort to assist him. The 
opportunity of the moment passed, and 
with a shriek of despair Feagus was swept 
away. 

Pale as death, Conseltine watched him 
until he disappeared altogether, and then, 
pale as a spectre, walked up the riverside. 
He was safe now, and the only man who 
could denounce him and bring any certain 
proof of his guilt was silenced for ever. 
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* The drunken fool !' he muttered. 
' That threat has cost him his hfe. Had 
he Hved, he would have done what he 
threatened to do — so he's better where 
he is !' 

He looked back across the river. Blake's 
Hall stood untouched, but all around it 
was the dark mass of the moving bog, still 
creeping across the vale. Where the bridge 
had fallen, a great lake of water, fed by 
the river, was spreading and spreading. 
The rain still fell heavily, adding to the 
general desolation. 

He turned and hastened till he reached 
the road leading to the village and Castle 
of Kilpatrick. As he strode along, he 
passed numbers of men, women, and chil- 
dren hurrying in the same direction, but 
spoke to none and was heeded by none, 
until he was close upon the village, when 
he came suddenly face to face with his 
son. 

* Father !' cried Richard, aghast at the 
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wild figure before him. ' I've been look- 
ing for you everywhere. What has 
happened ?' 

In a few brief words, Conseltine related 
what had occurred — the search for Blake, 
the strange convulsion of nature, his own 
escape, and the death of Feagus. Then 
Richard, on his side, had something to 
tell which made Conseltine sick with rage 
and dread. What that 'something' was 
will be known in the sequel. The result 
of the communication was that father and 
son made no attempt to return to Kil- 
patrick Castle, but within a few hours oi 
their meeting had gained the nearest rail- 
way-station and were on their way to 
Dublin. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

IN WHICH LORD KILPATRICK NAMES 
HIS HEIR. 

It was not till Blake was half-way on the 
road to Maguire's cottage that the per- 
sonal significance to himself of the errand 
with which Peebles had entrusted him 
dawned upon him. His first impulse was 
to tell the driver to return to the Castle, 
and to request Peebles to find another 
messenger, 

' By the Saints, but 'tis a fine business 
I'm in for — a two-mile ride with Moya 
Macartney and Desmond — and 'tis a com- 
fortable quarter of an hour Fll be after 
having.' 
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His habitual recklessness prevailed, how- 
ever, aided by the thought that, as the 
bearer of the message of peace, he might 
have a better chance of pardon for past 
peccadilloes. He arrived at Maguire's 
cottage, which had a lonely and deserted 
aspect, in the bright mid-day sunshine. No 
curl of smoke from the chimney announced 
the presence of an occupant, and the door 
was fast shut. It opened at his knock, and 
disclosed Moya. 

* God save all here !' said Blake, with 
his customary swagger rather broadened. 

' Amen to that, Patrick Blake,' said 
Moya calmly, ' for some of us need His 
mercy. What is it ye want here ?' 

' Just yourself,' said Blake. ' I'm from 
the Castle with a message from Mr. Peebles. 
Ye're asked for there.' 

Moya turned a shade paler. 

' Is he there — Desmond ?' 

* I'm going on to Doolan's farm to take 
him,' said Blake. 'I've the carriage waitin' 
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here.' He hesitated for a moment, and 
then added, with more show of feeling 
than was common with him : * I'm a quare 
sort o' messenger to send on this errand, 
and God knows ye're little likely to relish 
my society. It's no sort o' use in the 
world to say I'm sorry, or to offer apologies 
for what's past, but I hope it's good news 
I'm bringin' ye. In fact, I know it's good 
news.' He took off his hat with a gesture 
that was almost dignified. * Will ye do 
me the honour to accompany me. Lady 
Kilpatrick ?' 

Moya drew her shawl about her face 
and walked to the carriage, the door of 
which Blake held open for her. He 
mounted beside the driver, and another ten 
minutes saw them at the farm. Desmond 
was in the yard, seated on a bench and 
engaged in splicing a fishing-rod. At 
the sound of the approaching wheels he 
checked the pensive whistle with which he 
accompanied his work ; and at the sight of 
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Blake on the box of the carriage, he dropped 
the rod to the ground and strode forward 
at a quickened pace and with heightened 
colour. Blake descended and confronted 
him. 

'Tell me this, Mr. Blake,' said the boy ; 
' I'm in a bit of a quandary. There is a 
man I know who's a villain, but he's old 
enough to be my father, and I hear that 
he's a clergyman, so I can neither call 
him out nor lay a stick across his back. 
What would ye do in my place ?' 

* Faith,' answered Blake, * 'tis a trouble- 
some question. 'Twill take thinking over. 
In the mean time, I've news for ye. Ye're 
wanted at the Castle.' 

' Am I ?' said Desmond. ' And who 
wants me ?' 

' Mr. Peebles.' 

' Then tell him,' said Desmond, ' that 
when I enter my father's doors again 'twill 
be either to find my mother there, or with 
her on my arm.' 
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' Sure,' said Blake, • she's in the carriage 
at this minute, and going to the Castle 
with ye. Your troubles are over, Des- 
mond — and hers.' 

* Tou have a right to congratulate me 
on that, haven't ye ?* asked the boy with 
scornful anger. 

'Faith! and if /haven't, who has ?' replied 
Blake unabashed. 'And look here, Des- 
mond Conseltine ; in regard to the matter 
ye mentioned just now, sure there'll be no 
difficulty whatever. 'Tis not myself that'll 
take refuge behind a black coat and a white 
choker. Twenty paces or a six-foot ring 
will do for me, and so, my service to ye. 
'Twould ease your heart and end the bad 
blood between us, maybe. But there's 
things more important than divarsions o' 
that sort on hand.' 

Moya's white face appeared at the 

carriage window, and Desmond, with a 

final angry look at Blake, joined her. 

Blake remounted the box and gave the 
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word for home. The coachman, who had 
received his instructions from Peebles, 
made a detour in order to approach the 
Castle from the back. Moya trembled 
like a leaf as they approached the house, 
and clung tight to Desmond's hand. 

They found Peebles standing bareheaded 
at the back door, waiting to receive them. 

• Moya,' he said — ' I beg your pardon, 
Lady Kilpatrick, but the old name comes 
easiest — his lordship has L-dked for Des- 
mond. He kens that he is his lawful son, 
and the way he took the news was just 
joyful to see. He repents his past sin, 
he'll welcome the boy back to his hearth 
and home. But he doesna ken — I hadna 
the courage to tell him — that you are 
living. I thought 'twould come best from 
Desmond. Desmond, lad, be gentle wi'him! 
We a' hae much to forgive each other, 
and — he's your father, man, when a' is 
said and done. Mak' your peace wi' him, 
and then break it to him as gently as ye can. 
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He's in the library. I'll get your mother 
upstairs cannily into the anteroom, to be at 
hand. Eh ?' he cried, with a quiver in his 
voice and a flash of moisture in his eyes 
v^^hich did more than all his entreaties to 
soften Desmond. ' Hech, laddie/ but this 
is a grand dayl I can lay down my old 
bones in thankfulness, praising God for 
his mercies. It's a grand day this, and I 
never thought to live to see the like !' 

The old man fairly broke down. Des- 
mond took his hand and pressed it, with 
the tears in his own eyes, and it was in a 
much kindlier mood than that in which 
he had entered the house that he mounted 
the stairs leading to the library. He stood 
for a minute outside the door. His breath 
was heavy, and the beating of his heart 
filled his ears like the pulse of a muffled 
drum. When he knocked, Kilpatrick's 
voice answered from within, bidding him 
enter. 

The old man was standing near the 
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window, with the light streaming on his 
face, which was very worn and haggard. 
Desmond thought even that his hair had 
whitened a little since he last saw him, 
though so short a time had elapsed. 
Kilpatrick advanced a pace or two with 
outstretched hands, and then paused with 
bent head. A strange mingling of many 
nameless and some nameable emotions 
welled up in Desmond's heart — memories 
of a thousand kindnesses and generosities, 
pity for the proud man humbled — and 
before he knew it his arms were round the 
old man's neck, and they were mingling 
their tears together. Kilpatrick was terribly 
agitated. 

' My son, my son !' was all he could say 
for a time. He repeated the words again 
and again, each time more passionately, as 
if at this moment their wonderful signi- 
ficance had become dear to him for the 
first time. 'You forgive me, Desmond?' 

The boy took the gray head between 
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his hands, and kissed his father on the 
forehead, wetting his face with his tears. 

' It is more than I deserve,' said the old 
man. * I was a scoundrel, a villain ! I 
broke your mother's heart, Desmond, the 
sweetest, purest heart that ever beat. Ye 
can't forgive me for that ! Nothing can 
ever take that load from my heart, nothing, 
till I die and she asks God to pardon me.' 

'Father!' said Desmond. 'I have strange 
news for you. Are you well and strong 
enough to bear it ?* 

' Nothing can hurt me now,' replied 
Kilpatrick. 

' You don't know what it is,' replied 
Desmond. 'I'm afraid 'twill be a dreadful 
shock to you at first, but a happy one after, 
I hope.' 

'Well,' said the father, with a faint 
touch of his old quickness of temper, 
' what is it .'' Speak out, my boy, and tell 
me. Some scrape you've got into, eh? 
Well, that's forgiven before you tell me.' 
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* You regret the past ?' asked Desmond. 
'You would make amends for it to the 
utmost extent in your power ?' 

' I will make amends for it, Desmond. 
There is nothing you can ask me I will 
not do, no burden that you can lay upon 
me that I will not gladly bear.* 

* I hope,' said Desmond, after a short 
pause, ' that you won't think what I'm 
going to tell ye is a burden. Faith, 'tis 
hard to know where to begin ! Supposing 
— mind, I only say supposing — sup- 
posing my mother were not dead at all, 
supposing she were alive, and came back 
here, would you make the same amends 
to her as you say you'll make to me ?' 

'You — you torture me!* cried Kil- 
patrick. * Why rake up these painful 
recollections ? Why ask questions of this 
sort, when they can do no good ? Every 
day of my life, for eighteen years past, I 
have repented the wrong I did. God 
knows, if it were possible, I would repair it.' 
276 



LORD KILPATRICK NAMES HIS HEIR 

' Ye mean that ?' cried Desmond. 

' God knows I do !' said Kilpatrick , 
' but of what avail is it to speak of such 
things now ?' 

' Of more avail than you may think, 
father. Strange things have happened 
this last day or two.' 

Kilpatrick searched his son's face with 
distending eyes. 

' Desmond ! For God's sake, tell me 
what you mean !' 

' I mean,' said Desmond, taking his 
father's hand, ' that God has been very 
good to us both, father. If I tell it to 
you too suddenly, forgive me — I don't 
know how to break it properly. My 
mother is alive !' 

Kilpatrick staggered as if the words had 
shot him. 

* Alive !' he gasped. 'Moya Macartney 
alive !' 

' Yes, sure,* said Desmond, * and in a 
little while she'll be here, in Ireland.' 
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Kilpatrick sank into a seat, and sat 
trembling like a man ague-struck. 

* In fact,' said Desmond, * she is in 
Ireland already, and on her way here.' 

The old man sprang to his feet. 
' She is here — she is in the house !' 
Desmond walked to the ante-room door, 
and made a sign. Moya advanced into 
the library, and let slip the shawl from 
her face. 

• God of Heaven !' cried Kilpatrick, fall- 
ing to his knees. ' Moya !' 

She stood still, looking down on him, 
the broad light falling on her wrinkled 
face and whitening hair. Kilpatrick bent 
his head beneath her gaze, an awfiil sob 
broke from his throat. Desmond closed 
the door, leaving them together : the 
meeting was too sacred to be witnessed 
even by him. 

A long time had gone by, and the 
shadow of the Castle had blotted out the 
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shaft of sunshine which had spread its glory 
of golden green on the lawn when the 
carriage had reached the Castle. Desmond 
still sat alone as a light step crossed the 
floor, and a soft arm was slipped round 
his neck. He looked up and saw Dulcie. 

* You needn't say anything, Desmond,' 
she said. ' Peebles has told me. I am 
so happy, dear, for your sake.' 

He drew her to his side. 

' You loved me, Dulcie, when I was the 
poor Squireen : will you love me the less 
now that I'm to be the next Lord Kil- 
patrick ?' 

' Not less,' answered Dulcie, 'nor more. 
Sure,' she added, with the most musical 
of brogues, ' 'twould be impossible !' 



THE END. 
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The Cost of her Pride. 
A Golden Autumn, 
Barbara, Iiady's Maid & Peeress. 
Mrs. Criohton's Creditor. 
A Missing Hero. 
A Fight with Fate. 
The Step-mother. 

Blind Fate. Post Svo, picture boards, is. 



ALMAZ (E. F.).— Copper under 

the Qold. Crown Svo, cloth, 6^. 



AMERICAN FARMER, LET- 
TERS FROM AN. By J. ,H. St. John 
CF4VEC0EUR, with Prefatory Note by W. 
P. Trent, and Introduction by Ludwig 
Lewisohn. Demy Svo, cloth. 6s. net. 



Al'PLETON (Q. W.), Novels by. 

Rash Conclusions! Cr. Svo, <:\.,is:6d. 
The Iiady in Sables. Cr. Svo, cl„ 6s. 



ARNOLD (E. L.), Stories by. 

The Wonderful Adventures of 
Phra the Phosnlcian. Ciown 8vo, 
cloth, with 12 Illusls. by H. M. Paget, 
3J. 6d. '. post Svo, illustrated boards, 2j. 

The Constable of St. Nicholas. 
With a Frontispiece. Crown Svo, cloth, 
3J. 6d. ; picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 



ART and LETTERS LIBRARY 

(The). Large crown 8vo,_ buckram, 
7s. 6ii..net per vol. Edition DE LUXK, 
small 4to, printed on pure rag paper, 
parchment, 155. net per vol. : vellum, 20s. 
net per vol. ; morocco, 30s. net per vol. , 

Stories of the Italian Artists 
fromVasari. Collected and arranged 
by E. L. Seeley. With 8 Coloured 
Plates, and 24 in Half-tone. The EDITIOU 
DE Luxe has ■? additl. Coloured Plates. 

Artists of the Italian Renais- 
sance: their Stories as set forth by 
Vasari, Ridolfii Lanzi, and the Chroni- 
clers. Collected and arranged by E. L. 
Seeley. With 8 Coloured Plates and. 24 
in Half-tone. The Edition de Luxe has 
5 additional Coloured Plates, 
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ART & LEtTERS LIBRARY (THE)— 

contirtued. \ 

Stories d f the Flemlsb and Datcli 
Artists, from the Time of the Van 
Eychs to the End of the Seventeenth 
Century, drawn from Contemporary 
Records. Collected and alrranged by 
Victor Reynolds. Wit)i/8 Coloured 
Plates and 24 in Half-tone. The Edition 
DE Luxe has 5 additional Coloured Plates. 

Stories of tbe Bngllsli Ar^sts, 
from Varidyck to Turner (1600-1851), 
drawn from Contemporary l^ecords. Col- 
lected and airanged by Randall Davies 
and. Cecil Hunt. Witli 8 Coloured 
Plates and 24 In Half-tone. The Edition 
DE Luxe has 5 additional Coloured 
Plates. 

Tile Iilttle Flowers of S, Francis 
of Asslsi: Translated by Prof. T. 
W. Arnold. With 8 Coloured Plates 
and 24 in. Half-tone. The Edition de 
Luxe ha s s additional Col oured Plates. 

Women of Florence. By Prof. Isi- 
. DORO DEL LUNGO. Translated by Mary 
. G. Steegmann. With Introduction by 
Dr. GuiDO BlAGI, 2 Coloured Plates and 
24 in Half-tone. Large crown 8vo, cloth, 
yj.6fi.net; parchment, los. 6rf. net. ' 



ARTEMUS WARD'S Works. 

. 'Crown 8vo, cloth, with Portrait, Sj. dd, ; 
post 8vQ, illustrated boards, 2.t. 



ASHTON (JOHN), Books by. 

Englisli Caricatore and Satire on 
Napoleon the First. With 115 
Illustrations. Crown Svo; cloth, yj. 6rf. 

Social Iilfe Ira the Reign of Queen 
Anne. With 85 Illustrations. Crown 
Svo, cloth, 3j. bd. J t 

' Crown 8vo. cloth, 6j. each . 

Social England under ' the Re- 
gency. With 90 Illustrations. 

Florizel's Folly: TheStory of George 
' IV. and Mrs. KiTzherBert. With 13 
Illustrations. 



AUSTEN (JANE), The Works of : 

' The ST. MARTINS ILLUSTRATED 
EDITION, in Ten Volumes, each Illus- 
trated with^ Ten . Reproductions after 
Water-colours by A. , Wallis Mills. 
With Bibliographical and Biographical 
Notes by R. Briml'ey Johnson. Post Svo. 
dotb, 35. 6d. net per vol. The Novels are 
arranged in the following order. Vols. I 
and II., PRIDE AND PREJUDICE; 
Vols. Ill.and IV., SENSE AND SENSI- 
BILITY; Vol. v., NORTHANGER 
ABBEY ; Vol. VI., PERSUASION ; 
Vols. VII. and VIII., EMMA ; Vols. IX. 
and X., MANSFIELD PARK. 



AUTHORS for the POCKET. 

Mostly compiled by A. H. Hyatt. i6mo, 
cloth. 2j. net each : leather, 3j. net each. 

The Pocket R. li. B. 

The Pocket Thackeray. 

The Pocket Charles Dickens. 

The Pocket Richard Jefferles: 

The Pocket George UaoDonald. 



AUTHORS FOR THE POCKET— »»/. 
The Pocket Emerson. 
The Pocket Thomaq Hardy. 
The Pocket George Eliot. 
The Pocket Charles Klngsley. 
The Pocket Ruskln. 
The Pocket Lord BeaoonBllald. 
The Flower of the Hind. 



BACTERIA, Yeast Fungi, and 

Allied 5pecle£, A Synopsis of. By 

W. B. GROVE, B.A. With 87 lUustratlona. 
Crown Svo. cloth. 3^. 6rf. 



BALLADS and LYRICS of LOVE, 

selected from Percy's 'Reliques.' Edited 
with an Introduction by. F. SlDGWlCK. 
With 10 Plates in Colour after Byam 
Shaw, R.I. Large fcap. 4to, cloth, 6s. 
net ; Large Paper Edition, parchment, 
12s. 6d. net, 
Iiegendary Ballads, selected from 
Percy's 'Reliques.' Edited with an 
Introduction.by F. Sidgwick. Wilh 10 
Plates in Colour after Byav Shaw, R.I, 
Large fcap. 4to, cloth, "63. net ; Large 
Paper Edition, parchment, tis. td, net. 



BARDSLEY (Rev. C. W.) 

English Surnames: Their Sources 
and Significations. ' Cr. 8vo,' cloth, ^s. fifi^ 



BARINQ-QOULD (S.), Novels by. 

Crown Svo, cloth,, 3J. 6d. each ; post Svo, 
illustrated boards, 2j. each ; Popular 
Editions , medium Svo, td. each . . 
Red Spider. I Eve. 



BARR (AMELIA E.).— Love wilj 

Venture in, Cr. Svo, cloth, 3J. '6d. 



BARR (ROBERT), Stories by. 

Crown Svo, cloth. 35. 6(f. each. ', 

In a Steamer Chair. With 2 Illusts. 
From ISThose Bourne, &c. With 47 

Illustrations by Hal Hurst and others. 
Reirengel With 12 Illustrations by 

Lancelot Speed and others. 
A ISToman Intervenes. 
A Prince of Good Fellows. With 

15 Illustr ations by E. J. Su llivan. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. tach. **' 
The Speculations of John Steele. 
The unchanging Bast: 



BARRETT (FRANK), Novels by. 

Post Svo, illust. bds.. is. ea..; d., 2s,'6d. liht 
The Sin of Olga ZassouUohj'J 
Iilttle Iiady Linton. <:'' 

Honest Savle, I Found Guilty. 
John Ford; and His Helpmate. 
A Recoiling Vengeance. 
Iileut. Barnabas. 
For Iiove and, Honour . 
Cr. Svo, cloth, 3j. 6d. each ; post Svo, illust. 

boards, 2s. each ; cloth limp, is. td, each. 
Between Iilfe and Death, 
Fettered for Iiife. 
A Missing Witness. With 8 lUus- 

trations by W. H. MarGETSON. 
The VPoman of the Iron Bracelets. 
The Harding Scandal. 
A Prodigal's Progress. 
Folly Morrison. 



Ill ST. MARTIN'S LANE, LONDON, W.C. 



BARRETT (FRANK), Novels by— cont. 
, Crown 8vo, doth, 3^. 6d. 6ach. 
Under a Strange Mask. With 19 

Illustrations by E. F. Brewxnall. 
17as She Justified? 
The Obliging Husband. With 
Coloured Frontispiece. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s, each. 
liady Judas. 
The Error of Her Ways. 

Fettered for Life. Popular Edition, 
medium 8vo, 6d. 



BASKERVILLE (JOHN): A 

Memoir. By Kalph Straus and R. K. 
Dent. With 13 Plates. Large quarto, 
buckrai^, 2lj, net. 



BATH (The) In Diseases of the 

Skin. By J. L. Milton. Post 8vo, ij. ; 
doth, I*. 6d. ' ■ ' 



BEACONSFIELD, LORD. ByT. 

p. O'Connor, M.P. Crown 8vo,cloth, 5s. 



BECHSTEIN(LUDWIQ), and the 

Brothers GRIMM.— As Pretty as 
Sevfen; ■ and ■ othei: Stories. With 98 
Illustrations by Richter. ' Square 8vo, 
doth, 6s. 6d. : gilt edges, 7s. 6d. 



BEDE (CUTHBERT).— Mr. Ver- 
dant Qreen.' With' 65 lllusttations. 
Post 8vo, Is. net.' 



BENNETT f ARNOLD), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 
lieonora. I S. Great man. 
Teresa of liratllng Street. With 8 

Illustrations by Frank Gillett. 
Tales of the Five Towns. 
Sacred and Profane Iiove. 
Hiigo. I The City o f Pleasure. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
Anna of the Five Towns. 
The Gates of ^?rath. 
The Qhost. 



The Grand Babylon H6tol. Crown 
Svo, cloth, 31. 6d. ; POPULAR Eduton, 
medium Svo, 6d. 



BENNETT (W. C.).^Songs for 

Sailors. Post'Svo, cloth, zs. 



BESANT and RICE, Novels by. 

Cr. Svo, cloth,' 3s. 6d. each ; post Svo, 
illust. bds. 2s. each ; cL limp, 2s. 6d, each. 

Ready-Money Mortiboy. 

The Golden Butterfly. 

My Little Girl. 

Iirith Harp and Crown. 

This 8ofi of Vulcan. 

The Monks of Thelema. 

By Cella's Arbour. 

The Chaplain of the Fleet. 

The Seamy Side. 

The Case of Mr. liucraft. 

'Twas in Trafalgar's Bay. 

The Ten Years' Tenant. 



BESANT (Sir WALTER), 

Novels by. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. (>d, 
each ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
. each ; cloth limp, 2s. 6d, each. 

All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 
With 12 Illustrations by Fred. Barnard. 

The Captain's Room, &c. 

AH In a Garden Fair. With 6 illus- 
trations by Harry Furniss. 

Dorothy Forster. With Frontispiece. 

Uncle Jack, and other Stories. 

Children of Gibson. 

The World Went Very Well Then. 
With 12 Illustrations by A. FORBSTIEE. 

Herr Paulns. 

The Bell of St. Paulas. 

For Faith and (Freedom. With i 
Illusts. by A. FORESTIER.and ».' Waddy. 

To Call Her MInov&c. With 9 Illus- 
trations by A. Forestiek. ' , 

The Holy Rose, &c. With Frontispiece. , 

Armorel of Iiyonesse. With 12 Illus- 
trations by F. Barnard. 

St. Katherine's by the Toinror. 
With 12 Illustrations by C. Green, 

Verberaa Camellia Stephanotls. 

The Ivory Gate. 

The Rebel Queen. 

Beyond the Dreams of Avarice. 
With 12 Illustrations by W. H. HVDE. 

In Deacon's Orders, &c. With Frpntis. 

The Revolt of Man. 

The Master Craftsman. 

The Cit y of Refuge. 

Crown Svo. cloth 3Si'6(i. each. 

A Fountain Sealed. 

The Changeling. 

The Fourth Generation. 

The Orange Girl. With 8 Illustrations ' 
by F. Pegram. 

The Alabaster Box. 

She ll<ady of Lynn. With 12 Illustra- 
tions by G. Demain-HamiMOND. 

No Other Way. With 12 Illustrations 
by C. P. Ward. 

Crown Svo, picture cloth, flat back,- 2s. each. 
St. Katherine's by the ToWer. 
The Re bel Queen. 

I^arge Type, Fine Paper Editions, pott 
, Svo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net each ; leather, 

Silt edges,' 3s. net each. 
Iiondon. 
W^estminster. 
Jerusalem. (In collaboration with Pro^. 

E. H. PALMER.) 
Sir Richard Whlttington. 
Gaspard de Coligny. 
All Sorts and Conditi ons of Men. 

POPULAR Editions, medium Svo, 6d. each. 

All Sorts and Conditions of Men, 

The Golden Butterfly. 

Ready-Money Mortiboy. 

By Cella's Arbour. 

The Chaplain of the Fleet. 

The Monks of Thelema. 

The Orange Girl. 

For Faith and Freedom. 

Children of Gibeon. 

Uorothy Forster. 

No pther Way. 
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BBSANT C^ir Walter)— conlhmed. 
Demy Svo, cloth, 7^: 6d. each, 
Iiondon. With 125 Illustrations. 
IBTestmlnster. With Etching by F. S. 

Walker, and 130 Illustrations.' 
Soutli Iiondon. With Etching by F. S. 

Walker, and ii8 Illustrations. 
Bast liOndon. With Etching by F. S. 

Walker, and 56 Illustrations by Phil 

May, L. Kaven Hill, and J. Pennell. 

Crown Svo, buckram, 6s. each. 
Aa We Are and Aa 'WQ.May Be. 
Essays and Hlstorlettes. 
The Eulogy of Ricliard Jefferles. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6d. each. 
Fifty Years Ago. With 144 Illusts. 
The Charm, and other Drawiijg-room 

Plays. With 50 Illustrations by Chris 

Hammond, &c. 



ATt of Fiction. Fcap. 8to. cloth, ij. net, 



BIBUOTHECA ROMANICA : A 

series of the Classics of the Romance 
(French, Italian, Spanish, and Portu- 
guese) LanguagSs; the Original Text, 
withj where necessary. Notes and Intro- 
ductions in the language of the Text 
Small Bvo, single parts, Sd, net per 
vol. ; cloth, single parts, is. net per vol. 
Where two or more units are bound in one 
'volume (indicated by numbers against 
the title) the price in wrapper remains Sd. 
per unit, i.e., two numbers cost is.4d, ; 
three cost zs. ; four cost 2s. Sd. In the 
cloth binding the additional cost is 4^, 
for the first, and id. for each succeeding 
unit : i.e., one unit costs u. ; two cast 
IS. 9d. ; three cost is. 6d.; four cost 31.31*. 
r. Moll^re : Le Misanthrope. 

2. Mollfere : Les Femmes savantes. 

3. Cornellle : Le Cid. 

4. Descartes: Biscaura dc la me- 

thode. 
5-6. Dante i Divina Commedia I. 
Inferno. 

7. Eoosacclo 

giornata. 

8. Calderon ; La vida es sueiio. 
, 9. Kestlf de la Bretonne 

2000. 

, 10. Camoes : Os Lusiadas : Canto I., II. 
II. R&cine: Athalie. 
12-15. Petrarqa : Kerum 
fragnienta. 
OantG : D'vina Commedia 11, : 

Purgatorio, 
TUller : Jlon oncle Benjamin. 
Boccaccio : Decameron : Seconda 
giornata. 

23-24. Beaumarchais : Le Barbier dt 
Seville. 

25 Camoes: OsLusiadas: Canto HI. I 



BIBLIOTHBCA ROMANICA— <:o««BM«/. 
2&-28. Alfred de Musset : Comedies et 

Proyerbes : La Nuit vfinitienne ; 

Andr^ del Sarto ; Les Caprices de 

Marianne; Fantaslo; Onnebadlne 

pas avec I'amour. 
29. Cornellle; Horace. 
30-31. Dante: Divina Commedia III, ; 

Paradiso. 
32-34. Prevost : Manon Lescaut. 
35-36. OGuvres de Uattre Francois 

Villon. 

37-39- Oulllemde Castro: Las Mcce. 

dadesdelCid, I., II, 
,40. Dante ; La Vita Nuova. 
41-44. Cervantes: Cinco Novelas ejem- 

plares. - < 

45. Camoes: Os Lusiadai: Canto V., 

VI., vn. ' 

46. Moll^re: L'Avare. 

47. Petrarca : I Triojifi, 

48-49, Boccaccio: Decameron: Terza 
giornata. 
5°. Cornellle : Cinna. 

51-S2 Camoes : Os Lusiadas ; Canto VIII 

IX., X. 
53-54 I<a Chanson de Roland. 
55-58 Alfred de Uvv^set : Premijres 

Po6si6s. 
59- Boccaccio : DecaWeron ; Quarta 

giornata. 
60-61,, Maistre Pierre Pathelln : 

Farce du XV« siecle. 



BIERCE (AMBROSE).— In the 

Midst of Life. Crowri Svo, cloth, 3s.6d : 
post 8yo, illustrated boarfis, 2s. 



BILL NYE'S Comic History of 

the UDlted States. Wilh 146 Illusts 
by F. Offer. Crown 8vo. cloth. }s. 6d. 



Decameron : Priirta 



L'an 



vulgarium 



BINDLOSS (HAROLD), Novels by. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 6.t. each. 
The Concession-Hunters, 
The Mistress of Bonaventure. 
Daventry's Daughte». 

-A Sower of Wheat. Cr. Svo, cl., 3s. 6d 
Alnslie's Jn-Ju, Crown Svo, doth, 
_ 3s- 6d. : picture cloth, fiat back, 2j. 



16-17. 

18-20. 
21- 22. 



BLAKE (WILLIAM), The i>oet. 

ical Worlcs of. Edited by E, J. Ellis. 

In 2 Vols., each with Photogravure 

Frontispiece, small demy Svo, buckram 

I2S. net ; haif-leather, 15s. net. 
The Real Blake : A Portrait Bioeraphv 

by E. J. Ellis. With 13 lUustrations, 

Demy Svo. buckram. 12s. net. 
William Blake : A Critical Study bv 

A. C. Swinburne. With a Portrait 

Crown Svo, bucltram, 6s. net 
William Blake: Etchings, from his 

u^°/,'P.'? 5''^' P'»'" 3"'' 2 Lithographs) 

by W. B. Scott. Colombier foliS, half- 
cloth, I2S. 6d. net. 



BOCCACCIO.-The Decameron. 

With a Portrait. Pott SVo, cloth; gilt 
top, 2s. njft, ; leather, gilt edlges. 3j. tuit. ' 
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BODKIN (McD., K.C.), Books by. 
Dora Myrl, the Iiady Detective. 

Cr. 8vo, cl .. ^s. tf/. ! picture c l., flat back, 2s, 
Crown 8vo. cloth. 3.^. bd. each. 
Fhillelagh and Shamrock. 
Patsey the OiHada,u.M, 



BOURQET (PALL).— A Living 
Lie. Translated by John De Villiers. 
Grown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6ct. 



BOYLE (F.), Works by. Post 

8vo. illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Chronicles of No-Man's Land. 
Camp Notes. | Savage Life. 



BRAND (JOHN).— Observations 
on Popular Antiquities. VViih the 
.Additions ot Sir Henky Ellis. Crown 
8vo. cloth. 3.r. 6d. 



BRAYSHAWiJ. DODSWORTH). 

—Slum Silhouettes: Stories ot London 
Liie. Crown 8vo, cioth, ^s. ^d. 



BREWER'S (Rev. Dr.) Diction- 

aries. Crown 8vo, cloili. 3^. 6fi, eacli. 
TheReader'sHandbookof Famous 

Names In Fiction, Allusions, 

References, Proverbs, Plots, 

Stories, and Poems. 
A Dictionary of Miracles : Imitative, 

KealiRtic. and Dogmaiic. 



BREWSTER (Sir DaVIDI, 

Works by. Post Svo', cloth. 4^. 6d. each. 
More Worlds than One: Creed of 

Philosopher, Hqpe ot Christian. Plates. 
The Kartyrs of Science: Galileo, 

Ttcho Brahe, and Kepler, 
Letters on Natural Maeflc. With 

nninerous I'lnstrations. 



BRiUUB CATECHISM. By K. 

H. "RAydges. Fcan. Svo. cloth, 2x. 6d. net 



BRIDGE (J. S C.).— From Island 

to Empire : A History of the Expanson 
of England by Force of Arms. With In- 
troduction by Adm. Sir Cyi'RIA v Bridge, 
Mars and Plans. Large crown Svo, 
c'oth, 6^. net. 



BRlQimFLORElNCE).j-A Girl 

Capitalist. Crown Svo c'lojh. 6s. 



BROWNING'S (ROBT.) POEMS 
Pippa Passes; and Men and 
Women. With 10 Plates in Colour 
after Eleanor F. ,Bkickd>le. Large 
fcip. 4I0, cloth, 6.1. net ; Large Paper 
Edition, p-irchment, 125. 6d. net. 
Dramatis Persouas ; and Dramatic 
Romances and Lyrics. With 10 
Plates in Colour after E. V. Brickdale. 
Large fcap. 4to, dolh, 6s. net ; Large 
Paper Edit ion, parchment, 12c. 6rf. net. 

BRYDEN (H. A.).— An Exiled 

-Scot. With Frontispiece by J. S. 

CrOMPTO N, R.T. Cr"wn Svo, cloth, gj. 6^. 

BRYDQES (HAROLD). — Uncle 

5am at Home. Withw9i Illusls. Post 
Svo, illust. boards 2S, ; cioth limp. 25. 6J. 



BUCHANAN (ROBERT), Poems 

and Novels by. 

The Complete Poetical Works of 
Robert Buchanan. 2 Vols,, crown 
Svo, buckram, with Portrait Frontispiece 
to each v ohmie, rz^. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. bd. each j post Svo, 
illustratcci boards, 2y. each. 

The Shado-sv of the Sword. 

A Child of Nature, 

Cod and the Man. With 11 Illustra- 
tions bv F, Barnard. 

Lady Kllpatrick. 

The Martyrdom of Madeline. 

Love Me for £iver. 

Annan W^ater. | Foxglove Manor. 

The New Abelard. | Kachol Oene, 

Matt: A Story of a Caravan. 

The Master of the fillna. 

The Heir of Llnne. 

Woman and the Man. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. eacll. 

Red and White Heather, 

Androm eda. 

Popular Editions, meditmi Svo, 6d. each. 

The Shadow of the Sword. 

Uod and the Man. 

Foxglove Manor. 

The ShadoiK of the Svrord. Large 

I'YPE, Fine Paper Edition. Pott Rvo, 
cloth, gilt top,2j. net ; leather, gill edf^es, 
3s, net. 

The Charlatan. By Robert Buchanan 
and Henry Wurray. Crown Svo, fcloth, 
with Frontispiece by T. H. Robinson, 
3J. 6d. : post Svo, illustrated board.':, 2s. 



BURGESS (GELETT) and WILL 

IRWIN. — The Picaroons: A San 
F-rancisco Night's Bctertainuient. 

Tri'wn 8vo. clmh. ^.t. t\d. 



BUKION (ROtJERT). ,— The 

Anatomy of Melancholy. With a 
Photoj^ravurc Frontispiece. Deray Svo, 
rlnth 7.T. 6d. 



CAINE (HALL), Novels by. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 351 dd. each ; post Svo, 
illustrated boards, 2s, each ; cloth limp, 
2s. 6d. each. 

The Shadovir of a Grime. 

A Son of Hagai^ | The JDeemstc^*. 

Also Library Editions of the three novels, 
crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each ; Cheap Popu- 
lar ii-DitiONS, medium Svo.portrait cover, 
6d. each ; and the Fine Paper Edition 
of The DeGmster, pott Svo, cloth, 
gilt top, as.nt-t ; leather, j^ilt {'dges,3^net. 



CAMERON (V. LOVETT),-The 
Cruise of tbo ' Black Prince ' 
Privateer. Cr. Svo, cloth, with 2 Illus- 
trations by P. Macnab, 3.1. 6d. ; post Svo, 
picture boards, 2s. 



CAMPBELL (A. QODRIC). — 
Fleur- de- Camp: a Daughter of 
France. Cr(nwn Svo, cloth, 6s. 



CARLYLE (THOMAS).^Oh the 

Choice of Boolcs. Post S)(o, cioch, is.bd. 
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CARROLL (LEWIS). Books by. 
Alica In Wonderland. With 12 
Coloured and many Line Illustrations by 
MiLLiCENT SOWERBT. Large crown 8vo, 
clotli gilt, 5s. net. , \ 

Feeding the Mind. With a Preface 
, by W. H. Draper. Post 8vo, boards, 
IS, net; leather, 2r.net, 



CARRUTH (HAYDEN).— 1 heAd. 

ventures of Jones. With 17 Ulusts. 
Fcap, 8vo, picture cotfer, Is. ; cloth, 'ij. 6d, 



CHAMBERS (ROBERT W . ), 

stories of Paris Life by. 

The King in Yellow. Crown 8vo, 

cloth, 3s. 6d. ; (cap. 8vo, cloth limp, 2s.6d. 

In the Quarter. Fcap.Svo. cloth, 2j.6ii. 



CHAPMAN'S (GEORGE) Works, 

Vol. I., Plays Complete, inclu4ing the 
Doubtful Ones. — Vol. II., Poems and 
Minor Translations, with Essay by A. C. 
SwiNBURNE.~Vol. ill., Translations of 
the Iliad, and Odyssey. Three Vols., 
crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. 6d. each. 



CHAUCER for Children : A Gol- 
den Key. By Mrs. H. K. Haweis. With 
8 Coloured Plates and ^30 Woodcuts. 
Crown 4to, cloth, 3^. 6d. 
Chaucer tor Schools. With the Story 
oi his Times and his Work. By Mrs. 
H. R. Haweis, Demy 8vo, cloth. 2x. 6d. 



C H E S N E Y (WEATHERBY), 

Novels by. CrownSvo, cloth, 6j. each. 
The Cable-man, I The Claimant. 
'jf he Romance of a Queen. 



CHESS, The Laws and Practice 

of; with an Analysis of the Openings. 
By Howard Staunton. Edited by 
R. B. WORMALD. Crown 8vo, cloth, 5j. 

The Minor Tactics of Chess : A 
Treatise on the Deployment of the 
Forces in obedience to Strategic Principle. 
Dy F. K. Young and E. C. Howell. 
Fcap. Bvo, cloth, 2j. 6rf. . 

The Hastings Chess Tonrnament. 
The Authorised Account of the 230 Games 
played Aug.-Sept., 1895. With Annota- 
tions by PiLLSBURY, Lasker, Tarrasch, 
Steinitz, Schiffers, Teichmann, Bar- 

DELEBElf, BLACKBURNE, GUNSBERG, 

Tinsley, Mason, and Albin 1 Eio|raphi- 
cal Sketches, and 22 Portraits. Edited by 
H. F. Cheshire.' Crown 8vo. cloth, ^s. 



CHILD-LOVER'S CALENDAR, 

1909. With Coloured Illusts. by AMteLIA 
BauerliS, l6mo, picture boards, 15. net. 

CLARE (AUSTIN), Stories by. 
for the liove of a Lass. Post 8vo, 

illustrated boards, as. 
By the Rise of the River. Crown 

8vo, clot h, 2s. (>d. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6jf. each. 
The Tideway. 
Banoal of Randalhblme. 



CLODD (EDWARD).— Myths 

and Dreams. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s, 6^, 



CLIVE (Mrs, ARCHER), Novels 

by. Post 8vo, cloth, 3;. 6d. eacbi^illus. 

trated boards, 2^ . each. 
Paul f'erroll. 
Why Paul Eerroll Killed his Wife. 



COBBAN (J, MACLAREN), 
Novels by. 

The Cure of Souls. Post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 2s. 

The Red Sultan. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
3^. td. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

The Burden of Isabel. Crown Svo, 
cloth, 31. dd. 



COLLINS (J. CHURTON, M.A.), 

Books by. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3;. 6d. each. 
Illustrations of Tennyson. 
Jonathan Swift. 



COLLJNS (MORTIMER and 

FRANCES), Novels by. Cr.8vo, cl., 
Zs. 6d. each ; post Svo, illustd. bds„ 2s. each. 

Prom Midnight to Midnight. 

Ifou Play me False. 

Blacksmith and Scholar. 

The Village Comedy. 

Frances. ,_^ 

Post Svo, illustrated boards,.2j. each. 

Transmigration. 

A Fight with Fortune. 

Sweet Anne Page. 

Sweet and Twenty. 



COLMAN'S (GEORGE) Humor- 
ous Works : ' Broad Grins,' ' My 
Nightgown and Slippers,' &c. With 
Life and. Frontis. Crown Svo, d.. 3J. 6dt 



COLOUR-BOOKS : Topographi- 

cal. Large fcap. 4to, cloth, 205, net each. 

"S^KltzerlEind: The Country and 
its People. By Clarence Rook. 
With 56 Illustrations in Three Colours by 
Mrs. James Jardine, and 24 in Two Tints. 

<The Colour of Iiondon. By Rev. 
W. J. LOFTiE, F.^.A. With Introduction 
by M. H. Spielmann. F.S.A., and Illus- 
trations in Three Colours and Sepia 
by the Tapataese Artist, YosHio Marking. 

*The Colour of Paris. By MM. les 
AcADfcMiciENS Goncourt. Edited by 
LucienDescaves. With Introduction by 
L. BfiNiDiTE. Translated by M.D. Frost. 
Illustrated in Three Colours' and Sepi^, 
with an Essay, by YosHio Marking, 1' 

'Cairo, Jerusalem, and Damascus. 
By t>. S. Margoliouth, Litt.D. With 
Illustrations in Three Colours by W. S. S. 
Ttrwhitt, R.B.A., and Reginald 
B/1I!KATT, A.R.W.S. 
The Rhine. By H. J. Mackixder, 
With Illustrations in Three Colours by 
Mrs. James Jardine, and Two M,-ips.^ 

•Assisi of St.- Francis, By Mrs. 

Robert GOFF. With Introduction by 

t J. Kerr Lawson, Illustrations in Three 

Colours by Colonel JR. GOFF, arid 

■ Reproductions of the chief Franciscan 

Paintings. 

oQevon: its Moorlands, Streams, 
and Coasts. By Lady Rosalind 
Northcote." With Illustrations in Thre? 
9olours by F, I, Widg'ery, 
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COliOVR-BOOKS-cantijiuid. 
Xtae Qveater Abbeys ot Hln{{land, 

By Right Rev. ABBOT GASauET. Willi 
60 Illustrations in Tlnpe Colours by 
WAKWi dK B0BI.1I. 

Large foolscap 4to. clotli, los. 6d. net each. 

• Yonioe. By Beryl de Sblincourt and 
May Sturge-Hekderson. With 30 Illus 
trations in Three Colours by Reginald 
Barratt, A.R.W.S. 

Lisbon and Cintra : with some Ac- 
count of other Cities and Sites in Portu- 
gal. ByA. C. INCHBOLD. With 30 Illus- 
trations in Three Colours by Stanley 

JNCHBOLD^ ^ 

•From the Nortb Foreland to Pen- 
zance. By Clive Holland. With 
numerous Illustrations in Three Colours 
by Maurice E-iNDALL. Large fcap. 4to, 
cloth, J2S. td. net. 

In tlio Abruzzl: The Country and the 
People. By Anne Macdonell. With 
12 Illustrations iii Three Colouis by Amy 
Atkinson. Lar^e crown 8vo, cl., 6j. net. 

The Barbarians of Morocco. By 
COUNT Sternberg. Translated by 
Ethel Peck. With 12 Illustrations in 
Three Colours by DOUGLAS Fox Pitt, 
R.I. Large crown Svo, cloth, ts. net. 
■«• Special Copies 071 pure rag paper c/ 
these marked * may be had. 



COLLINS (WILKIE), Novels by 

Cr. Svo, cC, 3s. (id. each ; post Svo, picture 
boards, 25. each : cl. limp, zs. 6d. each, 

Antonlna. | Basil. | Hide and Seek 

Tbe Woman in liPhite. 

The Moonstone. | Man and TSite. 

The Dead Secret. | After Dark. 

The Queen of Hearts. 

No Name I My Miscellanies. 

Armadale. | Poor Miss Finch. 

Miss or Mrs. 7 I The Black Robe. 

The New Magdalen. 

Frozen Deep. | A Rogue's Iiife. 

The Iia'SH and the Iiady, 

The Tsiro Destinies. 

The Haunted Hotel. 

The Fallen Iieaves. 

Jezebel's Daughter, 

Heart and Science. I ' I Say No.' 

The Evil Genius. | Iiittle Novels. 

The liOga cy of Cain. | B lind Iiove. 

POPULAR Editions, medium Svo, 61I, each. 

Antonlna. 

The MToman in White. 

The Iiami' and the Iiady. 

Moonstone. | The New Magdalen. 

The Dead Secret. I No Name. 

Man and Wife I Armadale. 

The Woman in White. Large Type, 
Fine Paper Edition. Pott Svo, cloth, 
gilt top, 2s. net ; leather, gilt edges, 3s. net. 

The Frozen Deep. Large Type Edit. 
Fcap. Svo. cl.. Is. net ; leather, is. 6d. net. 



COLQUHOUN (M. J.).— Every 

Inch a Soldier. Crown '8vb, cloth, 
3s. 6d.; post Svo, illustrated board-s, is. 

COLT-BREAKINGyHints on. By 

W. M. Hutchison. Cr, Svo, el., 3s. 6d. 



COLTON (ARTHUR). — The 
Belted Seas. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s, 6d. 



COMPENSATION ACT (THE), 
1906: Who pays, to whom, to 
what, and when it Is applicable. 

By A. Clement Edwards, M.P. Crown 
Svo, II. net ; cloth, is. id. net'. 



COMPTON(HERBERT),Novelsby. 
The Inimitable Mrs, - Masslng- 
ham. Crown Svo. clpth, 3^. td.\ Popu- 
lar Edition, medium Svo, 6d. 

Crown Svo, cloth, Os. each. 
The ■^ilful Way. 
The Queen can do no W^ron^. 
To Defeat the Gnda of Justice. 



COOPER (E. H.), Novels by. 

GeofTory Hamilton. Crown Svo, 

cloth, 3s. 6d. , , 

The Marquis and Pamela. Crown 

Svo, cloth, 6s. , ■ 



CORNISH (J. F.).— Sour Qrapes. 

Crown Svo. cloth, 6s. 



C O R N W A L L.— Popular 

Romances of the West of England : 

The Drolls, Traditions, aud Superstitious 
of Old Cornwall. Collected by Robert 
Hunt, F.R.S. With two Plates by 
George Cruikshank. Cr.Svo, cl., js.id. 



COURT (The) of tlie Tiiileries, 

1852 to 1870. By Le Petit Homme 
Rouge. With a Frontispiece. Crown 
Svo, cloth, 7s. 6d. net. 



CRADDOCK (C. EGBERT), by. 
The Prophet of the Great Smoky 

Mountains. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d,; 

post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
His Vanished Star. Cr, Svo, cl, 3s. 6d. 
The Virindfall. Crown Svn. cloth, 6s. 



CRESSWELL (HENRY). ---A 
Lady of Misrule, Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. 



CRIM (MATT).— Adventures of 

K Fair Rebel. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. ; 
post Svo, illustrated boards, 2^. 



CROCKETT (S. R.) and others.— 

Tales ' of our Coast. By S. K. 

Crockett, Gilbert Parker, Hakocd 
FREDERit, ' Q.,' and W. Clark Russell. ;: 
With 13 Illustrations by Frank Brang-i ' 
WYN. Crown Svo. clpth, 3s. 6d. 



CROKER (Mrs. B. M.), Novels 

by. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s, td. eachj; 
' post Svo, illustrated boards, 2j. each'; 

cloth limp, zs. 6d. each. 
Pretty Miss Hoville,^ 
A Bird of Passage. | Mr, JerVia, 
Diana Barrington. 
Two Masters. | Interference. 
A Family Iilkenessi 
A Third Perso^: | Proper Prldej 
Village Taies.& Jungle Tragedies, 
The Real Iiady Hilda. 
Married or Single? 
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CROKER (iWrs. B. f,\.>—c,nluuiiii. 
Crown Svo, cloLFi 37. f^/l, each. 

In the Kingdom oif Kerry; 
Mlas Balmaine's Past. 
Jason. I Beyond the Pale. 

Terence: With 6 Illusis, by S. Paget. 
Tile Cat's-panr. With 12 Illustration'^ 

by Fred Pegkam. 
The Spanish Necklace, With 8 

liiustiatlons by F. Pegram. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 5s. bd. each ; post 8vo, 

cloth limp, 25. 6d. each. 
Infatuati on. | Some One Else. 
* To Let.' Posl 8vo, picture boards, 2j. 

cloth lim p, 2^. 6fj. 

Popular Rditio.\s, medium 8vo. dd. eacl\ 

Proper Pride. | Tbe Cat's-paw. 

Diana Barrihgton, 

Pretty Miss Neville. 

A Bird of Passage. 

Beyond the Pale. 

A Family t^ikenesa. 



CROSS (M.'B.) A Question of 

Means. Cr. 8vo, clolh, 6j. {Shor'ly 



CRUIkSHANK'S COMIC Al- 
manack. C.omplete in Two Series. 
The First from 1835 to 1843 ; tlie 
Second, fronaj844 to 1853. A Gatherihj. 
of the Best Humour of Thackerav. 
Hood, Albert Smith, &c. With nu 
merous Steel Engravings and Woodcuts 
by Cruikshank, Lanueils, &c. Two, 
Vols , crown Svo, cloth, ^s. 6d. each. 



CUMMINQ (C. F. GORDON), 

Works by: Demy 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 
In the Hebrides. With 24 Illustrations 
In the Himalayas and on the 

Indian Plains. Witli 42 Illustrations 
Tsvo Happy ITears in Ceylon. 

With 28 Illustrations. 
Via Cornwall to Egypt. Frontis. 



CUSSANS (JOHN E.).— A Hand- 
book of Heraldry; including instruc- 
tions for Tracing Pedif^rees, Decipherinp 
Ancient MSS., &c. With 408 W;oodcut' 
and 2 Colrd. Plates. Crown 8vo, cloth. 6s 



DANBY (FRANK).— A Coquette 

in Crape. Foolscap 8vo. clotlj, is. net. 



DAUDET (ALPH0N5E). — The 

Evangelist; or. Port Salvation. 

Cr. Svo, cloth, $s (id. ; p'ist 8vd, bds.. 25. 



DAVENANT (FRANC|S).— Mints 
for Parents on Choice of Profession 
for their Sons. Crown Svo, is. fid., 



DAVIDSON (H. 0— Mr, Sad= 

ler's Daughters. Cr. Svo, cloth, 3.1,6// 



DAVIES (Dr. N. E. YORKE-), 

Works by. Cr. Svo. is. en.: cl., is. bd. ea 
One Thousand Iledical Ilaxims 

and Surgical Hints, 
Nursery Hints: A Mother's Guide. 
The Dietetic Cure of Obesity 

(Foods for the Fat). With Chapters 

on the Tr eatment of Gout by Dii2t. ^ 
XldB to bong Iiife. Crown Svo, u, ; 

doth, 2;. bd. 



DAVIES' (Sir JOHN) Complete 

Poetical Works. Edited willi Note... 
by Rev. A. B. GliOSAKT, D.D. Two Vols., 
crown 8vo, cloth, 3.T. firf.'each. 



DEAKIN TDOROTHEA), Stories 

by. Crown Svo, cloth, 35. bd. each. _ 
The Poet and the Pierrot. 
The Princess & the Kitchen-maid. 



DEFOE (DANIEL). — Robinson 

Crusoe. With 37 Illusts. by George 
CRniKSHANK. Large Type, Fine Paper 
Edition. Pott Svo, cloth, gilt top, zs. nft ; 
leather, gilt edges, 3^. net. 



DEMILLE{JAMES).— A5trange 

Manuscript .found In a Copper 

Cylinder. Crown Svo, cloth, with 19 
Illustrations by GILBERT GAUL, 3^. 6rf. ; 
post 8vo. illustrated boards. 2^. . 



DEVONSHIRE SCENERY, The 

H istory of. By Arthur W, Clayden, 

M.A. With IlIas.Demy8vo,cl.,lOi.6rf. net. 

Devon : Its Moorlands, Streams, 

and Coasts. By Lady Rosajjnd 
Nokthcote. With Illustrations in Thrte 
Colouis by F. J. WIDGERY. ' Large fcap. 
4to. cloth, 2o.^. net. » 



DEWAR (T. R.). — A Ramble 
Round the Qlobe. With 220 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo,.cloth, 7^. bd. 



DICKENS (CHARLES), The 

Speeches of. Edited and Annotated 
by R. H. Shepherd. With a Portrait; 
Pott Svo, cipth, zs. net ; leathefi 3s. net. 

The Pocket Charles Dickens : being 
Favourite Passages chosen by ALFRED 
H. Hyatt. i6mo,clolli, gilt top, 2s. net ; 
leather, gilt top, 3J. net. 

Character Portraits from 
JDickens. Selected and arranged by 
Charles Welsh. With a Portrait. 
Crown Svo, cloth, 3^, bd. nt-t. 



DICTIONARIES. 

The Reader's Handbook of 
Famous Names in Fiction, 
Allusions, References, Prp> 
verbs.Plois, 8tories,and Poems. 
By Rev. E. C. BREWER, LL.D. Crovim 
Svo, cloth, 35. bd. 

A Dictionary of Miracles, 
Imitiitive, idealistic, and Dogmaiic. By 
Rev. E. C. B.REVVER,, LL.X), Crown Svo, 
cloth, 35. bd. 

Faxniliav Allnslons. Ey William A. 
and Charles G. Wheeler,- Demy Svo, 
cloth, 7j. bd. net. 

Familiar Shovt Sayings of Great 
Men. With H.storicaland E.xplan&tory 
Notes by S.wiuel A. Bent, A.M. Crown 
8vo,.cloth, 7s. bd. 

The Slang Dictionary: Etymological, 
Historical, and Anecdotal, Crown Svo, 

' cloth, bs. bd. 

IsroFds, Facts, and Phrases: A 
Dictionary of Curibus, Quaint, and Out- 
of-the-Way Matters, By Eliezer 
Edwards, Crown Svo^ cloth, 31. bi. 
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DIXON (WILLMOTT-).— The 

Rogue of R ye. Cr. Svo.c l., 6j. [S/iarth 

DOBSON (AUSTIN), Works'by. 

Crown 8vo. buckram, 6s. ench. 

Fonr Frenchwomen. With Foui 
Portraits. 

Blghteentli Century Vlgnottoa. 
in Three Series, each 6s, : also Finl-- 
I'APER Editions of the' Three Seriks 
pott 8vo, cloth, 2s, net each ; leather. 
Zs. net each. 

A Paladin of Philanthropy, and 
other Papers. With 2 Illustrdtjons 

SIde-walli Staflies. With s lllusts. 



DONOVAN (DICK), Detective 

Stories by. Post Svo, illustrated 

boards, zr. each : cloth, 2s. 6d, each. 
Caught at Iiast. 
In the Grip of the Iiaw; 
Iilnk by Link. 

From Information Beoelved. 
Suspicion Apousedi 
Riddles "Read. 
Tracked to Doom. 
crown Svo, cl., 35. 6d, each ; picture cl. 

flat back, 2s. each ; post Svo, illustrated 

boards. 2s. each ; cloth limp, 2s, 6{i.each, 
The Man from Manchester. 
The Myst ery of Jamaic a Terrace. 

Crown Svo. cloth, 3s, bd. each. 

Deacon Brodie : or. Behind the Mask. 

Tyler Tat lock, Private Detective. 

Cr. Svo, cl., 35. 6d, ea. ; pict. cl.. fiat bk. o.^. ea. 

The Records of ITincent Trill. 

Tales of Terror. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. td, each ; post Svo, 

illustrated boards, 2s. each; cloth limp, 

2s. 6d. each 
Chronicles of Michael Dane vltch. 
A Detective's Triumphs. 
Tracked and Taken. > 
Ififho Pois oned He tty Duncan? 
Crown Svo, picture cloth, flat back, 2s. each : 

post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s, each; cloth 

hmp, 2s. 6d. each. 
' Wantedl I The Man .Hunter. 
Dark Deeds. Crown ovo, clolh limp. 

2s. 6d. ; picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 



DOWLINQ (RICHARD). — Old 

Corcoran's Money. Cr. Svn. cl.. 3s 6d. 

DOYLE (A, CONAN).— The Firm 
of Oirdlestone. Crown Svo. cio,th. 3.9. 6d. 



DRAMATISTS, THE OLD. 

Edited by Col. ClINNlN(!HAM. Cr. Svo. 
cloth, with Portraits, 35. 6d. per Vol. 

Ben Jonson's 'Works. With Notes, 
Critical and Explanatory, and a Bin- 
graphical Memoir by William Gifford. 
Three Vols. 

Chapman's 'Hrorka. Three Vols. Vol. 
1. contains the Plays complete ; Vol. 11.. 
Poems and Minor Translations, with an 
Essay by A. C. Swinburne; Vol. III., 
Translation's of the Iliad and Odyssey 

Marlowe's Vforks. One Vol. 

Massinger's Plays. From Gifford s 
Text. One Vol. 



DUMPY BOOKS (The) for 

Children. Uoy. 33mo. cloth, us. net f;A, 

1. The Flamp, The Ameliorator, 
and The School-boy's Appren- 
tice. By E. V. LUCAS. 

2. Mrs. Turner's Cautionary 
Stories. ,. 

3/ The Bad Family. By Mrs. 
Fenwick. 

i. The Story of ''Iilttle Black 
Sambo. By Helen Bannerman. 
Illustrated in colours. 

5. The Bountiful Ijady. By Thomas 

CODB. 

7. A Flower Book. Illustrated in 
colours by Nellie BenSon. 

8. The Pink Knight. By J. E. Mon- 
SELL. Illustrated m colours. 

9. The Iilttle Clov/n. By Thomas 

COEB. J 

10. A Horse Book. ByMARYTouKiEL. 
lUustraifd in colours, 

11. Little People: an Alphabet. Ity 
Henry Mayer and T. W. H. Crosla.nd. 
Illustrattd in colours, 

12. A Dog Book. By Ethel Bickneli.. 
With Pictures in colours by Carton 
Moore Park. 

13. The Adventures of Samuel 
,ancl Selina. By Jean C. Akcheh. 

Illustrated in colours. 

14. The Iilttle Girl Lost. By Eleanor 

R.XPER. 

15. Dollies. By Richard Hunter. 
lUu-^trated in colours by Ruth Cobb. 

16. The Bad Mrs. Ginger. By Honor 
C. APPLE I on. Illustrated in colours. 

17. Peter Piper's Practical Prln- 
Clples. IDu'itrated in colours. 

IS. Little White Barbara. By 
Eleanor March. Illustrated in colours. 

SO. To'wlocks and his Wooden 
Horse. By Alice M. AppLiiTON. 
Ill us. in colon) s by Honor C. Appleton. 

21. Three Little Foxes. By Mary 
TOUKT EL. I Uustrated in colours. 

22. The Old Man's Bag. By T. W. 

H. CKOSLAND. Ulus. bv [. U. M'OKSEl.!.. 

23. Three Little Goblins. By M. 

G. Taggart. Illustrated in colours. 

25. More Dollies. By Richard Hun- 
ter. Illu«. in colours by Ruth Cobb. ' 

26. Little Yellow W^ang-Io. By M. 
C. Bell. Illustrated in colours. 

28. The Sooty Man. Bv E. B. 

MACKI.MNON and EDEN COYEEE. Illus. 

30. Rosalina. Illustrated in colours by 
Jean C. Archer. 

31. Sammy and the Snarlycrlnk. 
Illustrated in colours by Lena and Nor- 
man Ault. 

33. Irene's Christmas Party. Bv 
Richard Hunter Illus. by Ruth Cobb. 

3{. The Little Soldier Book. By 
Jessie Pope. Illustrated in colours by 
Henry Mayer. 

35, The Dutch Call's Ditties. By 
C. Aubrey Moore. 

36. Ten Litilo Niggor Boya. By 
Nora Cass. 
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DUMPY BOOKS— continued. 

37. Hampty Dtunpty's liittle Son. 
By Helen R. Cross. 

38. Simple Simon. By Helen R, 
Cross. Itluslratccl in colours. 

33. 'ETxa Ijlttle Frenchman. By 
Eden Coybee. Illustraled in colours by 
K. J, Fkicero. , 

30. Tne Potato Book. By Lily 
SCHOFIELD. Illustrated in colours. 



IHJNCAN(SARA JEANNETTE), 
Books by. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 75. 6d, each. 
A Social Departure. With iii 
, Illustrations by F. H. TOWNSEND. 

An American Girl in Iiondon. 
With 80 Illustrations by F. Hj Townsknd. 
The Simple Adventures of a 
Memsa nib;' "With 37 lU ustratioos. 
■Crown 8vo, clotli,3r. &rf. each. 
A Daughter of To-Day. . 
Vernon' s Aunt. With 47 Illustration s. 

SUTTCROMES^ C.)i— England 

and India: Progress during Unt 
Hundred Years. Crown 8vo, cloth, 2^. 



DYSON (EDWARD). — In the 

Roaring Fifties. Crown Svo. cloth. 6.t, 

EARLY ENGLISH POETS. 

Edited by Rev. A. B. Grosaet, D.D 
' Crown avo, cloth, 3j. 6d. peir Volume., 
FIetata|Br's (Giles) Poems, One Vol. 
Davies' (Sir John) Complete 

Poetical Works. Two Vol^. 



EARLY PAINTERS SERIES.— 

' For details of ^hree important Series 
of Facsimile.5 m Cplour of Selected 
, Works of The Esirly Painters of the 
Netherlands, of The Barly derman 
Painters, and of Italian Pointers of 
the XVth and XVlth Centuries, see 
special Prospectus, to be had upon 
application. 



EDWARDES (Mrs. ANNIE), 
Novels by, " I 

A Point of Hononi*. Post 8vo, 

' illristrated,!boaE'ds, 25. 
Aiacllie , Iiovell. Crown 8yo, cloth, 

3J, 6rf. ; 'post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
A Plaster Sain£. Or. 8vo,, cloth, 35. 6rf. 



EDWARDS (ELIEZER).- 
Words, facts, and Fbrases: A Die 

tionary of Curious, Quaint.and Oiit-of-the- 
\Vny M;|,tters. Crown Bvo, cloth, 3^. 6d, 



EQERTON (Rev. J. C.).~ 

Sussex Folk and Sussex Ways, 
With Four Illusts. Crown 8vo, cloth, $.1. 



EGOLESTON (EDWARD).- 

Ro ky. Post 8vo, illustrated boards. 2s. 

BLBiS (LOUIS). — Future Life 

in the Ught of Ancient Wisdom 

and 'Modern Science. Crown 8vo., 
cloth, 6^. net, 



ENQLISHAIAN (An) in Paris: 

Recollections of Louis Philippe and the 
Empire. Crown 8vo, doth, 35. dd. 



ENGLISHMAN'S HOUSE, The: 

A Practical Guide for Seleotin g or Building 
a House. By C. J. Richardson. With 
Coloured Frontispiece and 534 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. td. 



EPISTOL/« OBSCURORUM 

Vlrorum (ISIS-ISI?)- La"° Text, 
with Translation, Introduction, Notes, 
&c., by F.G. Stores. I A limited edition. 
Royal 8vo, cloth. [Prcfaring 



EYES, Our: How to Preserve 
Them. By JOHN BROWNING. Crown 

8*0, cloth, u. . 



FAMILIAR ALLUSIONS: )Misr 

cellaneous Information, including Cele- 
brated Statues, Paintings, Palaces, 
Country Seats, Ruins, Cliurches, Ships, 
Streets, Clubs, Natural Curiosities, &c. 
By W. A. and C. G, WheSLer. Deniy 
8vo, cloth, 75. 6<i. net. " ■ ■■ 



FAMILIAR SHORT SAYINGS 

of Great Men. By S, K Bent, A.M. 
Crown Svo, cloth, 7j. 6d. 



FARADAY (MICHAEL), Works 

by. Post 8vo,,cloth, 4^. 6d. each. 

The Chemical History of , a 
Candle: Lectures delivered before a 
Juvenile Audience. Edited by WILLIAM 
Crookes, F.CS. With numerous tUusts, 

On the Various Forbes of Nature, 
and their Selatloins to elacta 
Bther. Edited by William Crookes, 
F.CS. With Illustrations. . ': 



FARRER (J. ANSON).— War: 

Three Essays. CroWn Svo. cloth, T.y. tvf, 

IfENN (G. MANVILLE), Novels 

by. 'Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6rf. each ; 

post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s, each. 
The Hen^latress. 
Witness to the Deed. 
The Tiger Iilly. 
The Tgfhl te Virgin. 

Crown Svo, cloth, ^s. td. each, •■ 

il Woman Worth Winning. 
Cursed by a'Fortune. 
TheCaseof Allsa Qray. 
Commodore Juiik. 
Black Blood. | In Jeopardy. 
Doable Cunning, 
il Fluttered Sovecdta, 
King of the Castle. 
The Master of the Oeremontoi;. 
The Storj^ of Antony Oraee. ' 
The Man with a Shadow. 
One Maid's Mlschlefi 
This Man's Wife. 
The Bag of Diamonds, and Three 

Bits of Paste. 
Running Amok. 

Crown avo. cloth, 6i, each. 
Black Shadows, 
The Cankorworm. 
So Iiiko a ISToman. 

A Crimson Crime. Crown Svo, cloth, 
3J. 6A ; pictiure cloth, flat back, is. 



ni ST. MARTIN'S LANE, LONDON, W.C. 



FICTI01<<I, a Catalogue of, with 

iJesoriptions and Reviews of nearly 
TWELVE Hundred Novels, will be 
sent free by Chatto & VViNDUsupon 
application, 
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FIREWORK - MAKING, The 

Complete Art of ; or, The Pyrotechnist's 
Treasury. By Thomas Kentish. With 
267 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 



FISHER (ARTHUR O.), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 

W itbyfOFd. With Coloured Frontis- 
piece by G. D. Armour, and 5 Plates in 
sepia by R. H. Buxton, 

The Iiand of SUemt Feet, With a 
Frontispiece by G. D. ARMOU K. 



FITZQERALD (PERCY), by 

Fatal Zero. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. tj,. 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, is. 

Post 8vo, Illustrated boards, zs. each. 
Bella Donna, | Polly. 
The Iiady of Brantome. 
Never Forgotten. 
The Second Mrs. TlUotson. 
Seventy-fiYe Brooke Streat. 



FLAMMAklON (t;AmiLl^ti;.-- 
Popular Astronomy. Translated 
by ]. Ellard Gore, F.K.A.S. With Thret 
Plates and 288 Illustrations. A New 
Edition, with an Appendix giving the 
results of Recent Discoveries, Medium 
Svo, cloth, loj. td. 



FLETCHER'S (QILES, B.D.) 

Complete Poem^ : Christ's /Vlctorie in 
Heaven, Victofie on Earth, T/iuniph over 
, Death : (With Minor Poems. Notes by 
Rey. A. B. Grosart. Cr. Svo.d. ■\s:td. 



FLORENCE PRESS BOOKS.— 

For information as to this important 
Series, printed from a new type designed 
by Herbert P. Horne, now first 
■engraved, see special Prospectus. 



FORBES (Hon. Mrs. WALTER), 

— Dumbw Crown 8vo cloth, 3s. td. 



FRANCILLON (R. E.), Novels 

by. Crown 8V0, cloth, 3J. bd. each ; post 
Svo, illustrated boards, Zs. each. 

One by One I A Real Queen. 

A Dog and bis Sbadow. 

Ropes of Sand. With Ill ustrations. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2j. each. 
Queen Cophetua. | Olympla. 
Romances of tbs Iiavr. 
King or Kna-g-e? 

Jack Doyle's Daughter. Crown Svo, 
cloth, 3^. td. 



FRANCO - BRITISH EXHJBI= 

TION Illustrated Pcview (The), 
1908. A Complete So.nvenir of the Ex- 
hibition. Profusely illustrated. Edited 
by F. G. Dumas. Large folio, pictorial 
cover, 5J. net; cloth, 6^. 6(i. n6t. Also 
the Edition DE Luxe, printed on fine-art 
paper and in a special binding, loi 6rf.net. 



FREDERIC (HAROLD), Novels 

by. Post Svo, cloth, 3j. bd. each; 

illustrated boards, a.s, each. 
Beth's Brother's Wife. 
The LaTjgt on Girl. ^^ 

F RY'S (H E R B E RT) Royal 
Guide to the London Charities. 

Edited by Joim Lane. Published 
Annually. Crown Svo, cloth, \s..(>d. 



GARDENING BOOKS, Post Svo, 

Is. each ; cloth, u. 6d. e.ich. 

is Year's WorJc in Garden and 
Greenhouse. By George Glenny. 

Household Hortlcultu*e. By To.M 
and Jane JERROLD. illustrated. 

The Garden that Paid' the Bont. 
By Tom Jerrold. 

Our Kitchen Garden. By Toji 
Jerrold . Post Svo. clot h, \s net. 

Sir W'llHam Templa upon the 
Ga,rdens of Epicurus ; together 
Willi other XVIIth Century Garden 
Essays. Edited, with Notes and Introduc- 
tiorv, by A. Forbes Sieveking, F.S.A. 
With 6 Illustrations. Small Svo, cloth 
or boards, is. fid. net ; quarter vellum, 
2f. f\d. net - three-quarter ve'.liim. 5s. 'net. 



OAULOT (PAUL), Books by. 

Ihe Rod Shirts: A Talc of 'The 
Terro*-.' Translated by JOHN DE VIL- 
LIERS. Crown Svo, cloth, with Frontis- 
piece by Stanley Wood, 3s. dd'. ; picture 
cloth, fiat back, 2.?. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 6^. each. 

IiOTO and ILovers of the Fast. 
Translated by C. Laroche, M.A. 

A Conspiracy undei^ the Terror, 
Translated by C. Laroche,,M.A. With 
Illustrations and Facsimiles. 



GERMAN POPULAR STORIES. 

collected by the Brothers Grimm and 
Translated by EDGAR TAYLOR. With 
Introduction , by John Ruskin, and 22 
Steel Plates after George Cruikshank, 
Square Svo, cloth Rilt, ds. 



GIBBON (CHARLES), Novels 

by. Crown Svo, cloth, 3j. 6rf.' 'eacli ) 

post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.'-. 
Robin Gray. 

The Golden Shaft. ', 

The FIbnrer of the Forest, 
The BraSs of ITarBoMir. 
Of High Degree, 
Queen of the Meadovir, 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, zs, each. 
For Iiack of Gold. 
'What 'Will the World Say? 
For the King. | it Hard Knot. 
In Pastures OpqcO; 
In liove and Tisrar. 
A Heart's Problem. 
By Mead and Stream. 
Fancy Free. | Iioving a Dream, 
In Honour Boiind. 
Heart's Delight. I Bloo d-Money. 
The Dead Heart. Post Svo, illustrated 

boards, ts. ; Popular Edition, medium 

Svo, fid. 
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CHAXrO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS, 



QERARD (DOROTHEA).— A 

Queen of Curds and Cream. Crown 

8vo, cloth, 3j. bd. 



QIBNEY CSOMERVILLE). - 

Sentenced I Grown Rvo, r'ath ^f^f--' 



GLENNV (QEORQE)-— A Year'5 

Work in Cardan and Greenhouse: 

Practical Advice as to Flower, Fruit, and 
Frame Garden. Post 8vo, is. : cl„ is td. 



GIBSON (L. -ttOi Movei* i>y. 

Crpwix 8vo, cloth, 6s. ewch. 
The Freemasons. | Burnt Spices. 
Ships of Desire. 



GILBERT (WILLIAM).— JaiviCi 

Duke, Costermon^er. PostSvo, illus 
' trated boards, 2*. , 

GILBERT'S OW. S.) Original 

- Piisys. In 3 Series, post 8vo, 2j. 6rf. each. 

The KiKST SERIES contains : The Wicked 
World — PygmaUon and Galatea — 
Charity— The, Princess— The Palace oJ 
Truth— Trial by Jxiry—Iolanthe. 

Tl)e Second Series contains; Broken 
Hearts — Enijafjed -^ Sweethearfs — 
Gretchen — Dan'l Druce — T^om Cobb 
— H.M.S. ' Pinafore ' — The' Sorcerer- 
The Pirates of Penzance. 

The Third Series contains : Comedy and 
Tragedy — Foggerty's Fairy — Rosen- 
crantz and Guildenstern — Patience- 
Princess Ida— The Jlikado— Ruddigort 
■^The Yeomen of the Guard — The Gon- 
doliers — The Mountebanks— Utopia. 

Eight Orif£inal Comlc^ Operas 
written by W. S. Gilbert. Two Series, 
> demy 8vo, cloth, 25. Grf. each. 

The FIRST Series contains : The Sorcerer 
— H.M.S.' 'Pinafore'— The, Pirates of 
Penzance — lolanthe — Patience — Prin- 
cess Ida— The Milcado— Trial^by Jury.' 

The Second Series contains: The Gon- 
doliers — The Grand Duke — The Yeomen 
of the Guard — His Excellency — Utopia. 
Limited— Ruddigore— The Mountebanks 
—Haste to the Wedding. 

The Gilbert and Sullivan Birth- 
day Book: Quotations for Every Day 
in the Year. Compiled by A. Watsom. 
Royal i6mo, cloth. 2j. 6d. 



OiSSJNQ (ALGERNON), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, ifilt top, 6^. each. 
R. Secret of the Nortb Sea. 
Knitceps in the Sun, 
I'he IVealtta ofMallevstang. 
An ilngel's Portion. 

Baliol G arth. ^ 

lEha Dreams of Slai{..n Usher. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3.-. bd. 



GLANVILLE (ERNEST), Novels 

by, Crowa 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. each ; 
post Svo. illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

The Lost Heiress. With 2 Illustra- 
tions by Hume Nisbet. 

The Fosslcker: A Romance of Mash- 
unaland. Two lllusts. by Hume Niseet. 

A Fair C olonist. With ' FrontiJspiece. 
Crown Svo, cloth, 3,1. td. each. 

The Golden Rock. With Frontispiece 
bv Stanley Wood. 

Tales from the Veld. Withiilllusts. 

Max Thornton. With 8 Illustrations 
by J. S. Crompton, R.I, 



GODWIN (WILLIAM). — Lives 

.. of the Necromancers. Post 8vo, cl. :2.t. 



GOLDEN TREASURY of 

Thou£:ht, The : A Dictionary of Quo- 
tations Irom the Best Authors. By 
Theodore Taylor. Cr. 8vo. cl„ 3s. bd. 



GOODAIAN (E. J.)— The Fate of 

Herbert Wayne. Cr. 8vo. cl.. ?,s. ^k. 



GORDON (SAMUEL). — The 
Ferry ot Fate : a Tale of Russian 
Jewry. Crown Svo, cloth, 65. 



GORE (J. ELLARD, F.R.A.S.):, 

—The Stellar Heavens! an Introduc- 
tion to the St^idy of the Stars and 
Nebulffi. Crown Svo, cloth, 25. net. 
Crown Svo. cloth, ds. each. 
Studies. In Astronomy. With 8- 

plate.'i. \ 

Astronozuical Bssays, Historical 
and Descrrptive. ^With 6 plates. 



GRACE (ALFRED A.).— Tales 

of a Dying Race. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3^. uu. 



GREEKS AND ROMANS, Tlie 

Life of the, described Jrom Antique 
Monumeiits, By ERNST Gdhl and W. 
KONER. Edited by. Dr. F. HueFfer. 
Wilh 545 Illu'its. Demy Svo, cl., 71 bd. 



QREEN (ANNA KATHARINE), 

Novels by. Crown Svo, cloth, 6.s. eacii. 
The S/Iilllonaire Baby. 
The Wo man in the AJ cove; 
The Amethyst Box. Crown -fivcf, 

cloth, 3j. td. 

GREENWOOD (JAMES;.— The 

Prisoner in the Dock. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 35. (tU. 

GREY (Sir GEORGE). —The 

Romance of a Proconsul. By James 
MiLN'Ti Crown fivn. hucu-ratn 'it. 



URiFMlTH (,CBCSL>.— CornstUia 

IVlara2ion. Cro\yn 8vo. cloth. 3^-. (>d. 



GRIFFITHS (Major A.),— No. 99, 

and Bhie Blood. Crown Svo. clolh. ^^., 



GUNTER (A. CLAVERINO.-A 

Florida Enchantment. Crown Svo, 
cloth. 3.f. td.' 



OUTTENBERG (VIOLET), 

Novels by. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each 
Neither Je\nr nor Greek. 
The Pow er of the Palmist. 

GYP. — CLOCLO. Translatea b^ 

Nora M. ST.a.THAM. Cr. Ryo, cl.. 7.s. 6d. 



HABBERTON (JOHN).— Helen's 

Babies. With Coloured Frontispiece 
and 00 Illustrations by Eva Roos. Fcap, ' 
4to, cloth, 6s, ' 



Ill ST. MARTiN'S LANE, LONDON,- W.C. 
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HAIR, The: Its Treatment in 

Health, Weakness, and Disease. 

Translated from tlie German of Dr. J 
■ PiNCnS. ' Crown 8\'o. is. : cloth. li. 6ii. 



HAKE (Dr. T. QORDON), Poems 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. eacti. 
New Symbols. 
liGgenda of the Morrow. 
The Serpent Play. 

Maiden Ecstasy. Small 4to, cloth, Ss 



HALL (Mrs. S. C.).— Sketches 

of Irisb Character. With lllustra- 
,, tions on Steel and Wood by Cruik- 

SHANK, MACLISE, GILBERT, and HARVEY. 

Demy 8vo, cloth, ys. td. 



HALL (OWEN), Novels by. 

Xbc Track of a Storm. Crown Svo 

picture cloth, fiat back, 2s. 
Jetsam. Crown Svo, cloth, 31. 6d. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each. 
Bnreka. I - Hernando. 



HALLIDAY (ANDREW). 

Every-day Papers. Post Svo, illus- 
trated boards, 2s. 



HAMILTON (COSMO), Stories 

by. 
The Glamour of the Impossible; 

and Tbrough a Keyhole.. Crown 

Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 
Nature's Vagabond, &c. Cjrown Svo, 

cloth. 6.J. 



HANDWRITING, The Philo- 
sophy of. With over loo Facsimiles. 
By Don Felix ue Salamanca, Post 
Svo, hall-cloth, us. td. 



HARDY (IZA DUFFUS), Novels 

by. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each. 
The Iiesser ISirll. 
Man, ISToman, and Fate. 
A Butterfly. 



HARDY (THOMAS). — Under 
the Qreenwood Tree. Post Svo, cloth 
. , 3J. 6d. ; illustrated b jards, 2s. ; cloth 
limp, 2s. bd. Also, the Fine Papei, 
Edition, pott Svo, cloth, j^ilt top, 2s. net : 
leather, gilt edges, 35. net : and .the Cheap 
Edition, medium Svo,6rf. 



HARKINS IE. P.).— The Schem- 
ers. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. 



HARRIS (JOEL CHANDLER), 

Books by. 
Uncle Remus. With 9 Coloured and 

5e other Illustrations by J. A. SHEPHERD. 

Pott 4to. cloth, gilt top, 6s. 
Nighty witii Uncle Somus. With 

e Colotu-td and 50 otuer Illustrations by 

J. A. Shei-herd. Impel ial i6mo, cloth, 6j 



HARTE'S (BRET) Collected 

Works. LIBRARY EDITION, in Ten 
Volumes, crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each. 
Vol. I. COMPLETE Poetical and 
Dramatic Works. With Port. 

„ 11. The Luck of Roaring Camp— 
BohemianPapers— American 
Legends. 

„ III, Tales of the Argonauts- 
Eastern Sketches, 

„ IV. Gabriel Cokroy, 

„ V. Stories T- Condensed Novels. 

„ VI. Tales or the Pacific Si.ope. 

„ vn. Talesoi-thePacificSlope— II. 
With Portrait by John Pettie. 

„ VIII. Tales of PiijE AND Cypress. 

„ IX, Buckeye and Chapparkl. 

„ X. Tales of Trail and Town. 



Bret Harte's Choice Works in Prose 
and Verse.. With Portrait and 40 lUus. 
' tratinns. Crown Svo, cloth, 35, 6d. 

Bret Harte's Poetical Works, in- 
cluding Some Later Verses. Crown 
Svo, buckram, 4s, 6d. 

In a Hollow of the Hills. Crown 
8vo, picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 

Condensed Novels. (Two Series in 
One Volume.) Pott Svo, cloth, fiilt top, 
2s. net ; leather, gilt edges, 3s, net, ^ 

Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each. 
On the Old Trail. 
Under the Redwoods. 
From Sandhill to Pine. 
Stories in Light and Shadovr, 
Mr. Jack Hamlin's Mediation, 
Trent's Trust. 



Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each : post Svo, 

illustrated "boards, 2s. each. 
Gabriel Conroy. 

A Iffaif of the Plains. With 60 Illus- 
trations by Stanley L. Wood. 
A Ward of the Golden Gate. With 
59 Illustrations by Stanley L. Wood. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6(i each. 
Susy. With 2 Illusts. by J. A. Christie. 
The Bell-Binger of Angel's, &c. 

With39lllusls. by Dudley Hardy, &c. 
Clarence : A Story of the American War. 

With 8 Illustrations by A. JULE Goodman. 
Barker's Liuck, &c. With 39 IllusLra- 

lionsby A. Forestier, Paul Hardy, &c. 
Devil's Ford, So. 
' The Crusade of the 'Exoalsior.' 

With Frontis. by J. BERNARD PARTRIDGE: 
Three Partners; or, TSije Big 

Strike on Heavy Tree Hill. 

With S Illustrations by J. Gulich. 
Tales of Trail and Town. With 

Frontispiece by G. P. Jacomb-Hood. 
Condensed Hovels. New Series. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each ; picture cloth, . 
flat back, 2s. each. 
A Sappho of Green Springs. 
Colonel Starhottle's Client. 
A Prot^g^Q of Jack Hamlin's. 

With nuine-ous Illustrations. 
Sally Dows, &c. -With 47 Illustrations 
by \V. D. Almond and others. 
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tlARTE (BRET)— continued. 

Post Svo, illustrated boatds, 2>. each. 
Tha Iiuck of Roaring Camp, and 
Sensation Novels Cdndensed. 
(Also in picture cloth at same price.) 
SXL Heiress of Red Dog. 
Xiie Iiuck of Roaring Camp, 
Califoralan Stories. 

Post Svo, illus. bds., zs. each ; cloth, zs. 6rf. each. 
Flip. I £ Pbyllls of tba Sierras. 

Haruja. Crown Svo, cloth, 3^- 6d. ; post 
Svo, picture boards, 2s. : cloth limp, 2^. 6d. 

H AWEIS (Mrs. H. R.) , Books by. 

!Elie Art of Dress. With 32 Illustra- 
tions. Post Svo, Is. ; cloth, is. 6d. 

Chaucer for Schools. With Frontis- 
piece. Demy Svo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 

Clja-aosr for Children. With 8 
(Coloured Plates ' and 30 Woodcuts. 
'Crown 4to, cloth, 3s. 6d. [ 



H AWEIS (Rev. H. R.).-.-Anieri- 
can Humorists: Washingtok 
Irving, Oliver Wendell Holmes, 
James Russell Lowell, Artemus 
Ward, Mark Twain, and Bret Harte. 
Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. 



HAWTHORNE (JULIAN), 

Novels by. Crdw^ Svo, cloth, 3s, 6d. 

each : post Svo. illustrated boards, ss. each. 
Garth. I ,Blllce Quentln. 
Fortane's Fool. | Dust. Four lUusts. 
Beatrix Randolph. With Four lUusts. 
D. ,Poindexter's Disappearance. 
Xhe Spec tre of the Ca mera. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3,!, 6rf. each. 
Sebastian Stromci 
X^ove — or a Wama. 
Miss Cadogaa. Post Svo, illustrated 
boards, 2s. 



HEALY (CHRIS), Boolts by. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each. 
Confessions of a Journalist. 
Heirs of Reuben. 

Mara". _^ 

!rhe Bndless Heritage. Crown Svo, 
■■ ' , cloth, ss. 6d. 



HELPS (Sir ARTHUR). - Ivan 

de Biron. Crown 8vo, cloth 3J. bt^. 
post Svo, illustrated boarns. -2s: 



HENTY (Q. A.),.. Novels by. 

Rnjub, the Juggler. Post Svo, cloth, 
, 3s. 6d. } illustrated boards, 2s. 
Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each, 
'Sif.a Queen's Cup. 
Dorothy's Double. 
Colonel Thorrtdyhe's Secret. 



HENDERSON (ISAAC).— Agatha 

Page. Crown Svo, cloth. 3s. 6d. 



HERBERTSON {JESSIE L.).— 

Jun3a. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. 



HERMAN (HENRY).- A Leading: 

Lady. Post Svo, doth, zs. td. 



HILL (HEADON).— Zambra the 

Detective. Crown Svo, cloth, 3*. td. ; 
picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 



HILL (JOHN); Works by. 
Xreaaon-Felony. Post Svo, illustrated 

boards, 3S. 
The Common Ancestor. Crown 

Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 



HINKSON (H. A.), Novels by. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each. 
Fan Fitzgerald. | Silk and Steel. 



HOEY (Mrs. CASHEL). — The 

' Lover's Creed. Crown Svo, cloth, 
3S. 6d, 



HOFFMANN (PROFESSOR).-f 

KingKoko. A Magic Story. With sk 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo', cloth, is. net. 



HOLIDAY, Where to go for a. 

By E. P. Sholl, Sir H. Maxwell, John 
WATSON, Jane Barlow, Mart Lovett 
Cameron, Justin H. McCarthy, Paul 
Lange, J. w. Graham, J. H. Salter, 
Phcebe Allsn, S. J. Beckett, L. Rivers 
Vine, and C. F. Gordon CmiMiNG. 
Crown Svo, cloth, is. td. 



HOLMES (C. J., M. A.).— Notes 
on the Science of Picture-maldng:. 

With Photogravure Frontispiece. Demy 
Svo, cloth, ys. 6d. net ■ ' [l¥epariug. 



HOLMES (O. WENDELL),— 

The Autocrat of the Breakfast- 
Table. Illustrated by J. GotiDON 
Thomson. Fine Paper Edition, pott 
Svo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net,; leather, gilt 
edges, 3J. net. ' , 



HOOD'S (THOMAS) Choice 

Works In Prose and Verge. With 
Life of the Author, Portrait, and "20a 
lUusti-alions. Crown Svo, cloth, 34. 6d. 



HOOK'S (THEODORE) Choice 

Humoroas Works; including his Ludi- 
crous Adventures, Bohs Mots, PunSj 
Hoaxes. With Life -and Frontispipccv 
Crown Svo, cloth, 31. 6d. ' ''■ 



HOPKINS (TIQHE), Novels by. , 

For Freedom. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s, 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3^. 6d. each. ' 
'Twrlxt IiOTre and Duty^ fe 

The Incomplete AdYenturel. ■ » 
The Nugents of Carrlconna. t- 
Nell Haffenden. With 8 lUustrations. 



HORNE (R. HENQIST).— Orion. 

With Portrait., Crown Svo, cloth, 7?. 



HORNIMAN (ROY), Novels by. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each, 
Bellamy the Magnificent. 
Iiord Cammarleigh's Sei»et. 

Israel Bank; Crown Svo, cloth, is, 6d. 
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HORNUNQ (E. W.), Novels by. 

The Shadomr of theRope. Crown 

8vo, cloth , 35. 6d. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, ts. each. 
Btlngaroe. | A Thief In the Night 



HUGO (VICTOR).— The Outlaw 

of Iceland. Translated by Sir Gilbert 
. Campbell. Crown 8yo, cloth, 31. 6d. 



HUME (FERGUS), Novels by, 

The Iiady From Nowhere. Cr, 8vo, 
cloth. 3s. 6d.\ picture;cloth, flat back, 2j. 

The Millionaire Mystery. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 3 c. 6rf. 

The IVheo'llng Iilght. Crown Svo, 
cloth, gilt top, bs, 



HUNGERFORD (Mrs.), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, $s. 6d. each ; 

post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s, each; 

cloth limp, 2s. 6d, each. 
The Professor's Experiment. 
Nora Crelna. 
Iiady Vernsr's Flight. 
Iiady Fatty. | ("oter's IBlte. ■ 
The Red-House Mystery. 
An Unsatisfactory Iiover. 
April's Lady. 
A Maiden All Forlorn. 
The Three Graces. 
A Mental Struggle. 
Marvel. I A Modern Circe, 

In Dura nce Ylle. 
• * Crown 8vo, cloth. 35. 6rf. cacli. 

An Anxious Moment. 
A Point of Conscience. 
Tho Com ing of Chloe. | I<ovlce, 

The Red-House Mystery. Popular 
Edition, medium 8vo. 6rf. 



HUNT (Mrs. ALFRED), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo.' cloth, 35. dd. each ; post 
Svo, illustrated boards, 3j. each. 

The Iieaden Casket. 

Self -Condemned. 

That Ot her Person. 

Mrs. Juliet. Crown Svo, cloth, 3^. 6rf. 



HUTCHINSON (W. M.) —Hints 

on Colt- Breaking. With 25 Illustra- 
tions, Crown Svo, cloth. 3s. 6d.' 



HYAMSON (ALBERT).— A His- 

• tory of the Jews in England. With 
16 Portraits and Views and z Maps. 
Demy 8yo, cloth, 4J. 6d'. net. 



HYATT (A. li.). Topographical 

Anthologies by. Pott Svo, cloth, gilt 
top, 2J. net each; leather, gilt edges, 
3.t, net each. 

The Charm of Iiondon. 

The Charm of Edinburgh. 

The Charm of Venice. 



INDOOR PAUPERSi By One of 

Them. Crown Svo. is. ; cloth, is. td,- 



INMAN (HERBERT) and 

HARTLEY ASPDEN.— The Tear of 
Kalee. Crown Svo, cloth, gilt tpp, 6j. i 



INNKEEPER'S HANDBOOK 

(The) and Licensed Victualler's 
Manual. By J, Trevor-Davies. 
Crown Svo, cloth, zs. 



JAMES (C. T. C.).— A Romance of 

the Queen's Hounds. Crown Svo, 
cloth. Is. 6d. 



JAMES (Q. W.). — Scraggiest 

, The Story of a Sparrow. With 6 
Illustrations. Post Svo, cloth, 25. 6d. 



JAMESON (WILLIAM).— My 

Dead Self. Post Svo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 



JAPP (Dr. A. H.).— Dramatic 

Pictures. Crown Svo, cloth, 5,?. 



JEFFERIES (RICHARD), by. 

The Life of the Fields. Pobt Svo, 
cloth, 2s.bd.; Large Type, Fine Paper 
Edition, pott Svo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net ; 
leather, gilt edges, 3*,' not. ■ Also a. New 
Edition, with 12 lUusti-ationsin Colours 
by IVI. y. Clarke, crown Svo, cloth, 5s. 
net : parchment, ys. td. net. 

The Open Air. Post Svo, cloth, 2j. 6d.; 
Large Type, Fine Paper Edition, pott 
Svo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net : leather, gilt 
edges, 3j. net. Also a New Edition, 
with 12 Illustrations in Colours by RUTH 
Dollman, crown Svo, cWth, Jj. net; 
parchment, is. 6d. net. 

Natttre near Iiondon. Crown Svo, 
buckram, 6j, : post Svo, cl., 2s. 6d. : LARGE 
Type, Fine Paper Edition, pott Svo, cl., 
gilt top, 2s, net ; leather, gilt edges, 35.net, 
Also a New Edition, with 12 Illus- 
trations in Colours by Ruth Dollman, 
crown Svo, cloth, 51. net ; parchment, 
7s. 6d. ne t, 

The Pocket Blchard Jefferiea: 

being ipassages chosenirom the Nature 
Writings of JEFPERIES by ALFRED H. 
Hyatt. i6mo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net.; 
leather, gilt top, 3s. net. 
The Eulogy of Richard Jefferles. 
By Sir Walter^ Besant. Cr. Svo, cl.'. 6s. 



JEROME (JEROME K.).— Stage- 
land. With 64 Illustrations by J. Ber- 
nard Partridge. Fcap. 410, i.;. 



JERROLD (TOM), Works by. 

Post Svo, Is. each ; cloth, is. 6d. each. 
The Garden that Paid tho Rent. 
Househol d Horticultu re. 

Our Kitchen Garden: The Plants Wo 
Grow, and How We Cook Them. Post 
Svo, cloth, IS. net. 



JOHNSTON (R.).— The Peril of 
an Empire. ' C rown Svo, cloth, 6s. 



JONES (WSLUAM, F.S.A,), 

Books by. .Cr. Svo, clotji, 35. 6d. each. 
Finger-RUig Kiore: Historical, )-.egend- 

ary, and AnecdotaL With numerous 

Illustrations. 
Crowns and Ct>ronatlonSi With 91 

lllustrptions. 
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JONSON'5 (BEN) Works. With 

Notes and Biographical Memoir by 
William Gifford. Edited by Colonel 
Cunningham. Three Vols., crown 8vo, 
doth, 3^. 6^^. .each 



JOSEPHUS, The Complete 
Works of. Translated by William 
Whiston. Containing * The Antiquities 
of the JTbws/ and ' The Wars of the Jews.' 
With 52 Illustrations and Maps. Two 
Vols., demy 8vo, half-cloth, 12s. 6d. 



KEATINQ (JOSEPH).— Maurice. 

Crown 8vo, cloth . 6s. 



KtMPUNQ (W. BAILEY).— The 
Poets Royiil of Bne:land and Scot- 
land : Original Poems by' Royal and 
Noble Persons. With Notes and 6 Photo- 
gravure Portraits. Small 8vo, parchment, 
6s, net; vellum, "js. 6rf, 'net. Also an 
Edition in The King's Classics (No. 39), 



KERSHAW CMARK).— Colonial 

Facts and Fictions: Humorous 
Sketches. Post dvo, illustrated boards, 
2s. ; cloth, 2s. 6d. ' 



KINQ (LEONARD W., M.A.). 

A History of Babylonia and Assyria 

from the Earliest Times until the 

Persians Conquest. With Maps; 

Plans, and Illustrations after all the 

principal Monuments of the Period. In 

3 volumes, royal 8vo, buckram. Each 

volume separately, i8y. net ; or per set of 

3 volumes; if subscribed for before the 

issue of Vol. I., £2 12s. 6rf., net. 

Vol. I,— Jl. History of Sumei* and 

Akkad: An account of the Primi- 

-tive Inhabitants of Babylonia from 

the Earliest Times to about B.C. 2000, 

„ II.— fi History of Babylon from 

the First Dynasty, about B.C. 2000. 

until the Conquest by Cyrus, B.C. 539. 

„ III.— A History of Assyria from 

the Earliest Period until the Fall of 

Nineveh, B.C. 606. [Preparing. 



KlNQ (R. ASHE), Novels by. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
*The ISTearlng of the 'Green.' 
Passion's Slavet j Bell Barry. 
A Draiisn Game. Crown 8vo, cloih. 

3s. 6d. ; post 8 vo,- illustrated boards, 2s. 



KING'S CLASSICS (The). 

General Editor, Professor I. GOLLASCZ, 
Litt.D, Printed on laid paper, i6mo, 
each with Frontispiece, gilt top. Quar- 
ter bound grey bcirds or red cloth, 
IS. 6d. net eacii ; quarter vellum, clolh 
sides, zs. 6d. net each ; three-quarter 
vellum, 5 s. net each. 

Volumes now in course of prihli cation : 
35. 'Brine, isromen, and Bong; 
Mediaeval Latin Students' Songs. Trans- 
lated into English, with an Introduction, 
bv John Addington Syjionds. 
3S, 37. Ceop^e Fettle's Petite Pal- 
lace of'Pettle bis PlQcisure. 
Edited by Pr.'f. I. GOLLANCZ. 2 vols. | 



KING'S CLASSICS iTbti)—coniiniieil. 

38. Walpole's Castle of Otranto. 
By Sir Walter Scott. With lntr.>- 
duction and Preface bv Miss Spurgfon. 

39. The Poets Royal of England 
and Scotland. Original Poems oy 
Kings and other R <y.il and Noble 
Persons, collected and edited by W, 
Bailey Kempling. 

30. Sir Tliomas filore'a Utopia. 

Kdited by Kobkkt Steele, F.S.A. 
{l.tChancer's Legend of Good 

Women, in Modem English, with 

Notes and Introduction t>y Professor 

W. W. Skeat. ' 

92. Snift'B Battle of the Books. 
Edited, with Notes and Introduction, by 

A. GUTHKELCH. 

93. Sir 'WlUiam Temple upon the 
Gardens tit Epicurus, wlita 
otber 17tli- Century Garden 
Essays. Edited, with Notes and Intro- 
duction, by A. Forbes Stevkking,F.S.A. 

S9. The Four Last Things, by Sir 
I'HOMAS More ; together with A 
Spiritual Consolation and 
other Treatises by John Fisher, 
bishop of Rocliesicr. Edited by Daniel 
O'Connor. 

95. The Song of Roland. Translated 
from the old French by Mrs. Crosland. 
With Introduclion by Prof. BranBIX. 

96. Bante's Vita Nuova. The 
Italian text, ,with Dante G, Rossetti's 
translation on opposite page. Witli Intro^ 
duction and Notes by Prof. H. Oelsner. 

97.tChauceF's Prologue and 
Mlpor Poems. Jn modern Ejiglisli, 
with Notes and Introduction by Prof, 
W.W. Skeat. ■ - 

98.tChaucer's Parliament of 
Birds and House of Fame. In 
modern English, with Notes and lntr(> 
duction by Prof. W. w. Skeat. 

99. Mrs. Caskell'a Cranford. With 
introduction by R. Brimley Iohnson. 

SO.tPearl. An English Poem of the 
Fourteenth Century. Edited, with a 
Modern Rendering and an Introduction, 
bv Professor I.GOLLANCi, 

51, 52. King's Letters. Volumes III. 
and IV. Newly edited from the originals 
by Robert Steele. F.S.A. 

S3. The English Correspondence 
of Saint fionlface. I'ranslated.aiid 
edited, with an Introductory' Sketch of the 
Life of St. Boniface, by E. J. Kylie, M.A. 

59, 53. The Essays of EUa. Edited, , 
with Notes, Introduction, ' &c., by 
Thomas Seccompe, m.a. 

SG. The Cavalier to his Lady : 
Seventeenth Ctntury Love Songs, 
Edited by F. SrnGvvicK.' 

57. Asser's Life of King AlA^ed. 
Edited by L. C, Jane, M.A. 

58. Translations from the Ice- 
landic. By Rev. W. C. GrBEN M.A. ' 

58. The Rule of St. Benet. Trans- 
la ed by Right Rrv. ABBOT Gasquet. 

GO. Daniel's 'Delia 'and Dray ton's 
' Idea. ' Edited by Arunpell EspAlLE, 
M,A. 
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KINO'S CLASSICS irhe)~£o?iii7iucd. 

Earlier Volumes in the Series arc— 

X. The Love of Boofcs (The Philbbiblon). 

2. •Sit Dramas of Calderou (inLzGorald's 

Translation), (Double vol.i 
8. Chronicle of Jocelin of Erakeloud. 

4. The Life of Sir ThomiiB Mor6. 

5. Gikon IJasilike. 
■- 6. Kiiiffd' Letters : Alfred (o the comine of 

the Tudors. 

7. Kings' Letters : From the Tudors to the 

Love Letters of Henry VIII. 

8. tOhiiucer's Knight's Tale (Prof. Skwat). 

9. tOhaucer's Man of Law's Tale (Prof. Skkat). 
10. tOhaucer's Prioress's Tale (Prof. Bkeat), 
U. The Eomftnce of Fnlte Fitzwarine. 

12. The Story of Cupid nnd Psyche. 

13. Evelyn's Life of Mnrgaret Godulphin. 

14. Sarly Li^6sof Dante. 

15. The ffalstafl Letters. 

16- Poloniua. By Edwabd PitzGebald. 

17. Mediasval Lore* 

18. The Vision of Piers the Plowman (Prof. 

Skbat). 

19. TheGull'a Homboot. 

20. *Thft Nun'B llule, or Ancren Riwle. (Douhle 

vol.). 

21. Tiie Memoirs of Robert Cary, EarJ of Mon- 

Diouth. 

22. Barly Lives of Charlemagne. 

23. Ctrero's ' Friendship/ ' Old Age,' and 

'Scipio's Dream.' 
24 *Wordsworth'n Prelude. (Double vol.) 
2o. The Defence of Guenevere. 
Sfi. 27. Browning's Men and Women. 
28. Poe's Poems. 
VQ. Shakespeare's Sonnets. 
30. George Eliot'B Silas Marner. 
■ 31. Goldsmith's Vicar of Wakefield. 
■\2. Charles Reade's Peg "Woffiugton. 

33, The Household of Sir Tljumas More. 

34. Sappho: One Hundred Lyrics. By Bliss 

CAllUAN. 

* Numbers 2. 20, agd 24 are Double Volumes 
and Doiible Price. 

t The Chaucer Vols., and, also No. 50, may be had 
in stiff paper covers at Is. net each. 



K!NG'5 LIBRARY FOLIOS 

(The). 

The Miprour of Yertue In 'Wopld- 
ly Greatnes, or The Life of Sip 
gliomas MoPe, Knight. By his 

son-in-law, William Kopek, ioj. 6d. 
net, (Seven copies of this volume alone 
remain, anci are not to be sold apart from 
sets.) 

Elkon BasUlke,the Foptralcture 
of His Sacred Majestie in his 
Solitudes and Sutferlngs. 

Edited by Edward Almack, F.S.A 
£1 IS, net. 
Shakespeare's Ovid, being 
Apthup Golding'a Tpanslation 
of the Metamorphoses. Edited 
by W. H. D. Rouse, Lilt.D. £i i*«. 6d. 
net. 

The Percy Folio of Old English 

Ballads and Bomances, Edited 

by the Gemeral Editor. In four 

volumes at £4 41. the set. (Volumes I. 

and II. issued; HI. at Press; IV. in 

, Preparation.) 

<L 9 Note. — Seven complete sets of the above 

folios remain far sale. Price, per set, 

jg7 i7i. 6dr net, '' 



KINO'S LIBRARY QUARTOS 

(Thel. • 

The Alchemist. By Ben Jonson. 
Edited by H. C. HART. Ss. net ; Japan- 
ese vellum, £,1 IS, net. 

The Gall's Hornbook. By Thohias 
UekkeK. Ediled by K. B. McKuRKOW, 
5^. net : Japanese vellum, 105. ^d. net. 

The Beggap's Opepa. By John Gay. 
Edited by Hamilton MacLeod. 5^-. 
net ; Japanese vellum, 10s, 6d. net. 



KIPLINQ PRIMER (A). Includ- 
ing Biographical and Critical Chapters, 
an Index to Mr. Kipling's principal 
Writings, and Bibliographies. By F. L. 
Knowles. With Two Portraits. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 3i. 6d, 



KNIGHT(W1LL1AM and 
EDWARD). —The Patie;it's Vade 
I'flecum : Hovf to Qet Most Benefit 
from Medical Advice. Crown 8vu, 
cloth. It. 6d. » 



LAMB'S (CHARLES) Complete 

Works in Prose and Verse, includiritf 
' Poetry for Children ' and ' Prince Dorus.' 
Edited by R. H. Shepherd. With 2 
Portraits and Facsimile of the ' E^say on 
Roast Pig.' Crow^a 8vo (both Series), 
cloth. 3j. 6cf. 
The Bssays of EUa. Fine Papeu 
Edition, pott 8vo, cloth, gilt tbp, zs. nei ; 
leather, gilt edges, j.s. net. 



LAMBERT , (OHORUti). — Tlie 
President of Boravia. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 3j. fid. 



LANE (EDWARD WILLIAM). 
—The Thousand and One Nights, 

commonly called in England The 
Apabian Nights' Enteptain- 
ments. Translated from the Arabic 
and illustrated by many hundred Engrav- 
ings from Designs by Harvey. Edited by 
E. S. Poole. With Preface by Stanley 
Lane-Poole. 3 Vols., 8vo, cl,, 225. 6d, 



LEE (HOLME).— Lfegends from 

Fairyland. With about 250 Illus. 
tralions by REGINALD L. and Horace 
J. Knowles, and an Introduction by 
E. H. Feeemantle. Crown 8vo, cloth 
gilt, ss. net. 



LEES (DOROTHY N.).— Tuscan 

Feasts and Tuscan Friends. Willi 
12 Illustrations, Large crown 8vo, cloth, 
Ss. net. 



LEHMANN (R. C). — Harry 

Fludyer at Cambridge, and Conver> 
sational Hints for Young Shooter.s. 

Crown 8vo, is. ; cloth, \s. bd. 



LEIQH (HENRY S.).— Carols of 

Cockayne. Crown 8vo, buckram. 59. 

LELAND (C. G.).— AManua! of 

Mending: and Repasrinfr. Witli Dia- 
grams. Crown Svo, cloth, 5^. ' 
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LEPELLETIER (EDMOND). — 

Madame Sans-G§ne. Translated by 
John de Villiers. Post Svoj doth, 
Ss. 6d. ; illustrated boards, 2s. ; POPULAR 
Edition, medium 8vo, 6d. 



LESPINASSE, JULIE DE. By 

tile Marquis DB S£:gur. Auttiorised 

Engiisii Version, with a Portrait. Demy 

■ / Svo, doth. 7s. 6d. net. 



I,EYS (JOHN K.), Novels by. 

The Iiindsays. . Post Svo, iilust. bds., 
A Sore Temptation. Cr.Svo. cl., 6.!. 



LILBURN (ADAM).— A Tragedy 

in Marble. Crown Svo, cloth, 3*. 6d. 



LINDSAY (HARRY), Novels by. 

Cro^n Svo, cloth, 3^. 6d. each. 
Bhoda R oberta. | The Jacobite. 

Crown Svo. cloth, 6s; each. 
Judah Pyecroft, Puritan.' 
■Tt\e Story of Iieah 



UNTON (E. LYNN),\Vorksby. 

An Octave ot Friends. Crown 8vO, 
cloth, 3 J. 6d. , ' 
Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6d. each ; post Svo, illus- 
trated boards, 2^. each. 

Patricia Kemball. | lone. 

The Atonement of Iieam Dnndas. 

The W^orld Well Iiost. iz Illusts. 

The One Too Ula^s, 

Under inrhlcli libra f With 13 Illusts. 

■ My I.o'sre.' | Sowing the Wind. 

Paston Carew. I Dulde Eirerton. 

With a Silken Thread. 

The Reb el of the Fam ily. 

Eoxring the Wind. Cheap Edition, 
post Svo, cloth.'ij. net, 

Patricia Kemba,ll. Popular Edi- 
tion, medium 8vo."6d. 



LORIMER (NQRAIA).— The 
Pagan Woman. Crown Svo, o)pth, 6.^. 

LUCAS (ALICE). — Talmudic 
Legends, Hymns, and Paraphrases. 

Post Svo. half-parchment, 2s. net.- 



LUCAS (E. v.). Books by. 
Anne's Terrible Good Nature, and 

other Stories for Children. With 12 
Illustrations by A. H. BUCKLAKD, and 
Coloured* End -Papers and Cover by 
F. D. Bepford. Crown Svo, cloth, 6j. 

A Book of Verses for Children. 
■*ith Coloured Title-page. Crown Svo, 
cloth, 6.r. 

Three Hundred Games and Fas- 
times. By E.y. Lucas and Elizabeth 
-Lucas. Pott 4I0., cloth, far, net. 



MACCOLL (HUGH).— Mr. 
Strang^er's Sealed Packet, Crowq 

Svo, cloth, 31. 6ii. ; post Svo, illustrated 
boards. 2s. 



LUCY (HENRY W.).— Gideon 

Flesrce. Crown Svo, cloth, 3^. 6d. ; post 
Svo, illustrated boards. 2s. 



MACAULAY (LORD).— The His- 
tory ol England. Large Type, Fine 
Pa»er Edition, in 5 vols, pott Svo, 
cloth, gilt top, 2s, net per vol. ; leather, 
j gilt edges, 31, net per vol. 



McCarthy (JUSTIN), Boolcsby. 
The Reign of Queen Anne. Two 

Vols., demy Svo, clothjiaj. eaoh. 
A History of the Four Georges' 
and of , W^illiam the Fourth. 

Four Vols., demy Svo, cloth, 12s.. each. 
A History of Our Onn Times ' 

from the Accession of Queen Victbria to 
the General Election or 1880. Library 
Edition. Four Vols., demy 8v6, cloth, 
13s. each.— Also the POPULAR EDITION, 
in Four Vols., crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each. 
—And the JUBILEE Edition, with an 
Appendix of Events to the end of 1SS6, 
in 2 Vols., demyflvo, cloth, 75. 6d. each. 

A History of Our Own Times, 
Vol. v., from iSSo to the Diamond Jubilee 
Demy Svo, cloth, 125. : crown Svo, cloth 6s, 

A History of Our Own Times, 
Vols. VI. and VII.. from 1897 to Accession 
of Edward VII. 2 Vols., demv Svo, cl.. 244, 

A Short Historic of bur Own 
Times, from the Accession of Queen 
Victoria to the Accession of King 
Edward VII, New Edition, revised 
and enlarged. Crown Svo, cloth gilt 
top, 6s, ; also file Popular Edition, 
post Svo, cloth, 2j. 6d.; and the Cheap 
Editio n (to the year i83o ), med. Svo, 6d. 

Large Type, Fine Paper ^DmoNS. 
Pott Svo, cloth, gilt top, 25. net per vol. ; 
leather, gilt pdge%Js,net per vol. ' 
The Reign of Queen Anne, in i Vol. 
A History of the Four Georges 

and of William <IV., in 2 vols. 
A History of Our Own Times from 
' Accession of Q. Victoria to 1897, in 3 Vols. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6d. each ; post Svo, pict. 

boards, 2s. each ; cloth limp, as, 6ii.each. 
Tlie Waterdale Neighlraurs. 
My Enemy's Daughter. 
A Fair Saxon. \ Iilnley Robliford. 
DearliadySisdaln. | The Dictator. ' 
Miss Misanthrope. With u Illusts. 
Donna Quixote. With ii illustrations. 
The Comet of a Season. 
Maid of Athens. With 12 lUustratlons. 
Cainiola. 
Rod Dia monds. | The R iddle Ring. 

Crown Svo. cloth, 35. 6d. each. 
The Thr ee Disgraces. | Mononia. 
'The Right Honourable.' By Justin 

McCarthy and Mrs. Campbell Praed. 

.Crown S vo, cloth. 6^. 

Julian RevQlstone. Crown ^vo, cloth, 
6s. {Shortly, 



AIcCARTHY (J. H.), Works by. 
The French Revolution. (Consti- 

t,uent Assembly, 1789-91.) , 'Four Vols., 

demy Svo, cloth, 12s. each. 
An Outline of the History of 

Ireland. Crown Svo, ij. ; cloth, is. 6rf. 
Ireland Slnoe.the Union- 1788- 

188S. Crown 8V0, cloth, 6s, 
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McCarthy a. n.y-sonti,iu,d. 

Maflz In I<ondon. 8vo, gold cloth, 35 6i. 
our Sensation Novel. Crown 8vo, 

Is. ; cloth, IS. id. • 

Doom; An Atlantic Episode. Crown 8vo, is. 
ppUy : A Sketch. Crown 8vo, is. 
I<UyI,aas. Crown 8vo, u. ; cloth, u, 6<i. 
A I<ondon Legend. Cr.8vo,oloth,3j.6d. 
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(Dr. QEORQE), 



MACDONALD 

Books by. 
^^S'^*'?, °' JE-ancy and Imagination 

lenVols., l6mo, cloth, gilt, in case, 21s.; 
or separately, Grolier cloth, 2j. 6d. each. 
Also a New Issue in i6mo, cloth, gilt 
top, 2s. net per Vol. ; leather, gilt lop, 3s. 
net per Vol. 
Vol. I. Within and WiTHonx— The 

Hidden I,ife. 
„ 11. The Disciple — The Gospel 
Women— Book of Sonnets- 
Organ Songs. 
III. Violin Songs— Songs of the 
Days and Nights— A Book 
of Dreams— Roadside Po-eiis 
—Poems for Children. 
. IV. Parables — Ballads — Scotch 
„ V. & VI. Phantasies. [Songs. 
, VII. The Portent. 
„ VIII. The Light Princess — The 

GiXnt's Heart— Shadows. 
„ IX. Cross Purposes— Golden Key 
Carasoyn— LittleDaylight. 
. X. The Cruel Painter— The Wow 
o'KivvEN— The Castle— The 
Broken Swords— The Gray 
Wolf— Uncle C ornelius. 

Poetical ISTorks of George Mac- 
Donald. 2 Vols., cr.Svo, bnchram, 12s. 

Heather and Snoiar. Crown 8vq, cloth, 
3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illiistrated boards, 21. 

.Xllitll. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6j . 

The Pocket George MacDonald: 

Passages Chosen by A. H. Hyatt. i6mo, 
cloth gilt.2i. net.; leather gilt, 31. net. 



MACMICHAEL (J. HOLDEN).— 
The Story of Charing Cross and its 
Neighbourhood. With 3 Illustrations. 
Demy Svo, cloth, is. 6d. net. 



MAQIC LANTERN, The, and its 

Management. By T. C. Hepwortil' 
, With 10 Illusts. Cr. Svo, is. ; cloth, is. 6d. 



MAdNA CHARTA: A Facsimile of 

the Original, 3 ft. by 2 ft., with Arms and 
Seals emblazoned in Gold and Colouvs.SJ. 



MACDONELL (AGNES). 
Quaker Cousinsi Post Svo, boards, 2s. 



MACHRAY (ROBERT), Novels 

by. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each. 
A Bloiir over the Heart. 
The Mystery of Iiincoln's Inn. 
The Private Detective. 

Her Honour. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 



MACKAY (Dr. CHAS.). -Inter- 

ludesand U.)dertones. Cr.3vo,cIoth,65. 



MACKAY (WILLIAM). —A 
Mender of Nets. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s.' 



MACKENZIE (W. A.) — The 

Drexel Dream. Crown Svo, cloth. 6s. 



MACLISE Portrait aallery (The) 

of Illustrious Literary Characters : 
Ss Portraits by Daniel JIaclise : 
with Memoirs by William Bates, B.A. 
Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d, 



MALLOCK (W. H.), Works by. 

The Neiigr ISepubllc. Post Svo, cloth, 
3s. 6d. ; illustrated boards, 2s. ; Large 
Type, Fine Paper Edition, pott Svo, 
cloth, gilt top, 2j. net ; leather, gilt edges, 
3s. net. 

Poems. Small 4to, parchment, Sj. 
Is Lite liPorth Living? Crown Svo, 
buckram, 6s. 



MALLORY (Sir THOMAS).— 

- Mort d' Arthur, Seleqtions from, edited 
by B. M. Ranking. - Poft Svo, cloth, 2s. 



MARQUERITTE (PAUL and 

VICTOR), Novels by. 
The Disastcir. Translated by F. Lees. 
Crown Svo, cloth, 3^. 6d. 

Crown Svo, cloth> 6s. each. 
The Commune. Translated by F. Lees 

and R. B. Douglas. 
Vanity. Translated t^ K. S. West. With 

Portrait Frontispiece. 



MARIE DE MEDICIS and the 

Court of Prance iathe XViith Cen- 
tury. Translated from the French of 
Louis Batiffol by Mary King. With 
a Portrait. Demy Svo, cloth, js. 6d. net. 



MARLOWE'S Works, including 

his Translations. Edited with Notes by 
' Col. Cunningham. Cr. Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 



MARSH (RICHARD).— A 

Spoiler of Men. Cr. Svo, cloth, 31. 6d. 



MASSINQER'S Plays. From the 
Text of William Giffokd. Edited by 
Col. Cunningham. Cr. Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 



MASTERMAN (J.).— Half - a - 

dozen Daughters. Post Svo, bds., 2s. 



MATTHEWS (BRANDER).— A 

Secret of the Sea. Post Svo, illus- 
trated boards, 2s. ; cloth, 2s. 6d. 



MAX O'RELL, Books by. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6d. each. 
Her Royal Highness 'Woman. 
Betvceen Ourselves. 
Kambles In li^omanland. 
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MEAUE (L. T.), Noveis by. 
A Soldier of Fortune, Crown 8vo, 
ciotli, 3i-. td. : post 8vo, Ulust. boards, 25. 



Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. each. 

The Voice of the Chcxrnier. 

In an Iron Grip. | The Siren. 

Dr. Rumsey's Patient. 

On the Brink of a, Chasm. 

The 'Wa.y of a "tSToman. 

A Son oi^ Ishmacl. 

.An Adventuress. | Hosebury. 

The Blue Diamond. 

A Stumble by tha Way. 

This Troublesome lJ?orld: 



MEDICI SERIES (The) of Re 

productions in Colour from the ^rld 
Masters. For information in regard 
to this important tferies, see Illustrated 
Prospectus to be had upon application. 



ME LB A: A Biography. I3y 

Agnks M. Mukpiiy. Wiih Chapters by 
Madamb A^:lba on. The Art of Sing- 
ing and on Til K .Selection of Music as 
A PEpFESS^O^■,Por:ralts,andIIluslri^tion.■i. 
Demv 8vo, cloth. i6,t. net. IPreparins. 



MERRICK (HOPE). — When a 
Oirl's Engaged. Cr. 8yo. cloth, js.id. 

MERRICK (LEONARD), Novels 
by. 
The Man s?ho viras Good. Crown 

Svo, cl., 3 ^. (}d. ; post 8vo,' i llust. bds., 2,, 
Crown Svo. cloth, 3i-. (id. each. 
Cynthia. | This Stage of Foola. 



MEDIEVAL LIBRARY (The 

INew). Small crown 8vo. pure ra^i 
paper, boards, 51. net per vol. ; leather, 
with clasps, 7j. 6d. ^let per vol. 

1. The Book 6f the Duka of True 
Iiovers. Translated from the Middi 
French of Chris'itne de Pisan, with 
Notes by ALICE KemP-Wel6h. "Wood- 
cut Title and 6 Photogravures. 

2. Of the Tumbler of our Iiady, 
and other Miracles. Trnnsial;eu 
from the Middle Fiench of Gautiek de 
CoiNCi, &c., with Notes and Introduction 
by Alice Kemp- Welch. Woodcut Titlt 
and 7 Photogravures. 

3. The Chatelaine of Vergl. Trans 
luted from the Middle French by Alice 
Kemp- Welch, with the original Tex^ 
arid an Introduction by Dr. L. Brandin. 
Woodcut Title and s Photogravures. 

9, The Babees' book. Edited from 
Dr. FUKKlVALL's Texts, with Notes, by 
Kdith Rickert, Woodcut Title and 6 
Photogravures, 

5. The Book of the Divine Con- 
solation of Saint Angela da 
Koligno. Translated from liie 'Italiau 
by Maky G. Steegmann, \yith Intro- 
duction by Algar Thorold. Woodcut 
' Title and reproductions of Woodcuts. 

6 The I<egend of the Holy Fina, 
Yirgin of Sauto Gemlnlano. 

Translated from the 14th Century M.^. 
of Fra Giovansi di Coppo. by M. 
M.ANSFlELi. Woodcut Title and 6 Photo- 
gravures. 

7. Siarly KngUsh Romances of 
Love. Kdiled in Modem Eniili-h by 
KuiTH Rickert. 6 Photogravures. 

8. Early Kngllsh Bomancas of 
Friendship. Edited in M.idern 
Eunlrsli, with Notes, by Edith Kickeri-. 
5 Photogravures. 



AlEYNELL (ALIC E} -The 

Rower of the Mind : a Choice 
among; the best Poems. Jn ibniu, 
doth, jjill, 2.?. ni t ; leather, 35, net. 



MILLER (Mrs. F. FENWICK). 
—Physiology for the Young : Tlia 
Houseof Life. lUusls.Pobt8vo,cl.,2s.6i.'. 



MINIATURE OLD MASTERS 

in Colour, at small prices. A Prospectus 
may be had. . 



MINTO fWM.).— Was 5he Good 

or Bad? Crown ijvo, cloth, is. 6d. 



MITCHELL (EDM.), Novels by. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3^. 6d. cacli. 
The Iione Star Rush. With & lllusts. 
Only a Kigger. 
The Belf o rta of Culben . 
Crown Svo, picture cioth, flat backs, zs. each. 
Plotters Of Paris. 
The Temple of Death, 
Towards the Eternal B noigs. 



MITFORD (BERTRAM), Novejs 

by. Crown Svo, cloth. 35. 6d. each 
Renshaiir Fanning's Quest. 
Triumph of Hilary Blachland. 
Havilah d's Chum. 

Crown Svo, cloth, ji. 6d. each ; picture cloth,' 

flat back, 2y. each. 

The £iuck of Gerard Rldgi^ey. 

The Ban g' a Assegai. • With 6 liiusts. 

The Qun-Runuer, Cr. Syo, cl., 3^. 6d.; 

Cheap Edition, medium Svo., Cid, 
Harle^-Greenoak's Charge. Crown 
8vo, cloth, ts. 



MOLESWORTH (Mrs.).— 
Hathercourt Rectory. Crown Svo 

cloth, 3s. 6d. -; post Svo. illust. boards. 2s. 



MOLIERE : A Biography, by 

H. C. ChAtfield-Taylor. With Int.-o- 
duction by Prof. T. F. Crane, and .0 
Illustrations by JoD. Koyal Svo, buck. 
ram, loj, 6rf. -net. 

MONCRIEFF (W. D. SCOTT^)T^ 

The Abdication: A Drama. With 7 

Etchings. Imperial 4I0. buckram, m.' 



MORROW (wrcj::=B^esri^ 

Pans of To-Day. Wi(h loO lllnsts.hy 
EdouardCkcdel. Small demy avo,cl.,fjs. 
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MUDDOCK (J. E.), Stories by, 

Crown 8vo, clolh. 3j. 6d. each. 
Basils the Jester. 
Young Loohinvar. 
The Golden Idol. ^ 

, Po^l 8vo, illustraled boards, 2s. each. 
The Dead Man's Secret. 
From the Bosom of the D^p. 

Stories Weird and 'Wonderful. 

Post Svo, illust. boards, 2j. ; cuith, 2.v. 6t. 
Maid Marian and Bobln Hood. 

With 12 lllu:.tratiuiis by S'I'anley l 
Wood. Crown Svo, cloth, 3^. 6d. ; picture 
clotli^at back, 21. 



MURRAY (D. CHRISTJE), 

Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3.^. 6U. 

each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2^. eacli 
A Life's Atonement, 
Joseph's Coat. With t2 Illustrations. 
Coals of Fire, With 3 Illustraiions. 
Val Strange. I A Wasted Crime, 
A Capfol o' Nails. I Hearts. 
The Iffay of the World. 
Mount Despair. | A Model Father. 
Old Blazer s Hero. 
By the Gate of the Sea. 
A Bit of Human Nature. 
First Person Singular. 
Bob Martin's Little Girl, 
Time's Revenges. 
Cynic Fortune. | In Direst Peril. 

Crown 8vo.~ cloth, ^s. 6d, each. 
This Little World. 
A Race for Millions. 
The Church of Humanity. 
Tales in Prose and Versa. 
Despair's Last Journey. 
V.C.: A Chronicle of Castle BarEeld. 



Verona's Father. Crown 8vo, clotli, 6s. 
His Oisn Ghost. Crown Svo, cloth, 

35. 6rf. : picture clc^th, flat back, 25. 
Joseph's Coalt. Popular Edition. 

medium Svo, 6d. 



MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE) and 
HENKY MERMAN. Novels by. 
Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6d. each ; post Svo, 
illustrated boards. 2s. each. 
One Traveller Returns. 
The Bishops' Bible. 
PaulJones's Alias. With Illustrations 
. by A. FORESTIER and G. NICOLET. 



MURRAY (HENRY), Novels by. 

Post Svo, cloth, 2s. 6d. each, 
A Game of Bluff. 
A Song of Sixpence. 



NEWBOLT (HENRY). — Taken 

from the Enemy. Fcp.Svo, pic.cov.,u. 



NISBET (HUME), Books by. 

'Ball Up r Crown Svo. cloth, ss. 6d.i 
post Svo, illustrated boards, is. : 
Popular Edition, medium Svo, 6d. 

Dr. Bernard St. Vincent. Post Svo, 
illustrated boards,, 2s. 



NORDAU (MAX).-Morganatic : 
A Romance. Translated by Elizabeth 
Lee. Crown Svo, cloth, gilt ton. fi.^. 

NORRIS (W. E.), Novels by. 

, Crown Svo, cloth. 3^. 6d. each ; post Svo, 

illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Saint An n's. | Bil ly Bellew. 
Sliss Wentworth's Idea. Crown Svo, 



cloth. 3J-. 6d. 



OUIDA, Novels by. Crown Svo, 
cloth. 31, 6rf. each ; post Svo, illustrated 
boards, 2s. each. 



Trlootrln. 

Rufflno. 

Othmar. 

Frescoes. 

Wanda. 

Ariadne. 

Pascarel. 

Chandos, 

Moths, 

Puck, 

Idalia. 

Bimbi. 

Signa. 

Priendshlp, 

Guilderoy, 



)og of Flanders. 
3 11 Castlemaine's 



A Dog 

Ceci 

Gage. 
Princess Napraxlne, 
Held in Bondage. 
Under Two Flags. 
FOll^-Farine. 
Two 'Wooden Shoes. 
A Village Commune. 
In a 'Winter City. 
Santa Barbara. 
In Maremma. 
Strathmore. 
Plpistrello. 
Two Offenders. , 



Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. bd, each. 

A Rainy June. I The M assarcnes. 

Popular Editions, medium 8vo, 6d. cacii. 

Under Two Flags. Moths. 

Keld in Bondage. Puck. 

Strathmore. Tricotrin. 

The Massarenes. Chandos. 

Friendship. Ariadne. 

Two Little Wooden Shoes. 

Idalia. I O thmar. 

Syrlin. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. • post 
Svo, picture cloth, fiat back, zs. ; illus- 
trated boards', 2s. 

Tveo Little Wooden Shoes. Largb 
TypeEditiox. Fcap. Svo, cloth, u. net ; 
leather, 15. 6d. net. 

The Waters of Edera, Crown Svo, 
cloth, 3i. 6d. ; picture cloth, flrit back, zs. 

'Wisdom, 'Wit, and PatSios, selected 
from the Works of OuiDA by K. Sydney 
Morris. Post Svo. cloth. 51.— Cheap 
Edition, illustrated boards.^^. 

OTlNET (GEORGES), Novels by. 

Doctor Rameau. Post Svo, illustrated 

boards, 2s. 
A Weird Glf fc. Crown Svo, cloth, 3^. 6d. ; 

post Svo, illustrated boards, 25, 
A liastv L ove. Post Svo. illust. bds., 2$. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3^-. 6d. each. 
JJove's Depths*. 
The Money-maker. 
Tlae Wo man of Myste ry. 
Crown Svo.'cloth, fij/each. 
The Path of Glory. 
Th« Conqueress. Translated by P. 

ROTHWELl.,, 



OLD AQE PENS!ON.S ACT, The 

Complete Guide tu the. By Clement 
Kdwards, II. p. and Ernest Lesser, 
Barristers -at -Law. Crown Svo, is,; 
cloth, IS. 6d. 
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OLIPHANT (Mrs.), Novels by. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2^. each. 
The Primrose Path. 
The Greatest Heiress In Bngl^nd, 

Vlf hlteladles. Crown 8vo, cloth, with.i2 

Illustrations, 3s. dd. ; post 8vo, bds, 2s. 
The Sorceress. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35.6(f. 



OSBOURNE (LLOYD), Stories 

by. Crown'Svo, cl6th, 3^. 6d. eacli. 
The MotormEinlacs. 
Tlirea Speeds Forward. With 

Illustrations., 



O'SHAUQHNESSY (ARTHUR), 
Poems by. 
Musla & Moonlight. Fcp. Svo, cl.^ 7s. td. 
Lays of France. , Cr. Svo, cloth, los. 6d. 



PAIN (BARRY).— Eliza's Hus- 

.bandi Fcap'., 8vo,' is. ; cloth, is. td. 



PALMER (W. T.), Books by. 

Crown Svo, cfoth, with Frontis., ts. each. 
Iiake Country Rambles. 
In liakeland Dells and Fells. 



PANDURANd HARl; or, 

Memoirs of a Hindoo. With Preface 
by Sir Bartle Fhere. Post 8vo', illus- 
trated boards, 25. 



PARADISE (The) or Garden of 

the Holy Fathers: Histori^ of the 
Anchorites, Kecluses, Coenobites, Monies, 
and Ascetic (Fathers of the Deserts of 
Egypt, between about A,D 250 and 400. 
Compiled by ATflANASius, Palladius. 
St. JERO^fE, and others. TransLited 
from >the Syriac, with, an Intro- 
' duction, by E. A . Wallis Budge, LittD. 
With -3 Frontispieces.- 2 vols, large crown 
8vo, buckram, 15^. net. 



PARIS SALON, The Illustrated 

Catalogue of the. AVith about 300 illus- 
trationff. Published aiinually. Dy Svo, 3J, 



PAYN {IXfU^S)— continued. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, as. each. 
Humorons Stories. IJ'rom Exile. 
The Foster Brothers. 
Married Beneath Him. 
Bentlnck's Tutor. 
Walter's Woi^d. I Fallen Fortiines, 
£ P,prfect Treasure. 
Iilke Father, Xike Bon. 
A Woman's Vengeance. 
Carlyon'a Year. ] Cecil's Tryst. 
Murphy's Master. 
Some Private yie'S7s. 
Found Dead. | Slirli Abbey. 

A Marine Residence. ^ 
The Canon's Ward. . 
Hot Wooed, But Won. 
T'giro Hundred Founds Rensrard. 
The Best of Husbands. , 
Halves. | What He Cost Her. 
Kit : A Memory. J Under One SooC 
Glow- Worm Tales. 
A Prince of iixa Blood. 



PAYN (JAMES), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, ss. td. each ; post'Svo, 
illustrated' boards, 2i. each. 
Iiost Sir Dlassingberd, 
The Clyffards'of Clyffa.' 
A County Family. 
Iiess Black than> We're Painted. 
By Proxy. 1 For Cash Only, 

High Spirits. | Sunny Stories, 
A Confidontlal Agent. 
A Grape from a Thorn. 12 lUusts. 
The Family Scapegrace. 
Holiday Tasks. \ At Her Mercy. 
The Talk of the Town. 12 luusis. 
The Mystery of Mirbridgo, 
The Word and the Will. 
The Burnt Million. 
A Trying Patient. 
Gnrendoline's Harvest. 



A Modern Blck 'Whlttlngton. 

Crown Svo, cloth, with Portrait of Author, 

•is.td.; picture cloth, fiat bade, 2s. 
The Burnt Million. Cheap Edition, 

post 8vo, cloth. Is. net. 
I^otes trOva the ' News.' Crown Svo, 

cloth, Is. td. 

Popular Editions, medium Svo, 6d. each. 
Lost Sir Hasslngberd. 
'Walter's 'Word. 
By Proxy. 



t>AYNE (WILL). — Jerry the 

Dreamer. CroWo Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 



PAUL(iVSARQARETA.).— Gentle 

and Simple. Crown Svo, cloth, 3^. 6d. ; 
post Svo, illustrated boards, aj. -^ 



PENNELL - ELMHIRST (Cap- 
tain B.).— The Best of the Pun. 

With 8 Coloured Illustrations and 48 
* others. Medium Svo, cloth, 6s. net. 



PENNY (F. E.), Novels by. 

Crown Svo, cloth, ,6^each. , 
The Sanyasi. I Dilys. 
Caste andCreed. | TiiaTeac^lanter. 
The Inevitable Iiaw. I 
/ tJark Corners. 



PERRIN (ALICE), Novels by. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each. 
The W^aters of Sestructlon, 
Red Records. 



Crown Svo, cloth, js. 6d. each. 
A Free Solitude. I Bast of Suez. 

The Stronger Claim. Crown Svo, 
cloth, 3J, 6d. ; POPUUIR EDITION, 
medium Svo, 6d. 



.PHELPS (E. S.).— Jack the 

Fisherman. lUustrated by C. \V. 
Reed. Crown Svo, cloth, is. 6d: 



PHIL MAY'S Sketch-Book : 54 

Cartoons. Crown folio, cloth, 21, 6d. . 
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PHIt>SON (Dr. T. L.). -Famous 

violinists and Pine Violins. Crown 
8vo, clotli. 5j. 



PHOTO-REHEFS: Plaques re- 

producine Delia Robbias, and other 
subjects. See Special Prospectvxfi. 



PILKINOTON (L. L.).— Mallen- 

dor's Mistake. Crown 8to, cloth, 6^. 



PLANCH^" (J. R.).— Songs and 

Poems. Edited by Mrs. Mackarness. 
1 Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 



PLAYS OF OUR FORE- 
FATHERS, and some of tlie Tradi- 
tidnsupon which they were founded. 

By C. M. Gayley, LL.D. With numerous 
illustrntions. Royal Svo, cloth, izs. 6d. net. 



PLUTARCH'S Lives o* IHus- 

'trlous Men. With Life of Plutarch 

by J. and W. Langhornk, and Por- 

. traits. Two Vols., Svo, hfUf-cloth, loj.ed. 



POE'S (EDQAR ALLAN) Choice 
Works : Pbems, Stories, Essays. 

With an Introduction by CHARLE.S 
Baudelaire. Crown Svo, cloth. 3s. dd. 



POLLOCK (W. H.).— The Charm, 
and' Other Drawing- Room Plays. 

By Sir Walter Besant and Walter 
H. Pollock. With 50 Illustrations. 
Crown Svo, cloth, ss. 6d, 



POTTS (HENRY). — Hi.g Final 

Flutter. Crowd Svo, cloth, 6^. 



PRAED (Mrs. CAMPBELL), 
Novels by. Post Svo, illus. boards, 2i. ea. 
Tbe Romance of a Station. 
The Soul of CpantesB Adrian. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each ; post Svo, 

illustr'ated boards, 2s. each. 
Outlaii? and Iiawznaker. 
Ctaristlna Chard. 
Mrs, Treg aaKias. With 8 Illustrations. 

Crown Svo, cloth, js. 6d. each. 
Nulma. I Madame Izan. 
' As a ■firatch in the Hlght.' 
The Iiost Earl of Eilla n. 
Christina Chard. Cheap Edition. 
post 8vo. cloth. IS, net. 



PRICE (E. C). - 

Crown 8voi cloth, 3J. 6d. 



Valeutina. 



PROCTOR (RICHARD A.), 

Works by. Crown Svo,cloth, 31J 6d. each. 
Elasy Star Itsssons. With Star Maps 

for every Night in the Year. 
Flowers of the Sky. With 55 lUusts. 
Familiar Science Studies. 
BIysteries of Time and Space. 
The Unive rse of Suns. 

Saturn and Its System. With 13 
'Jteel Plates. Demy Svo, cloth, 6s. 

Wages and Wants of Science 
Workers. Crown Svo, li. od. 



PRYCE (RICHARD). —Miss 

Ali^xwell's Affections. Crown Svo, 
cloth, 31. 6d. ; post Svo, illust. boards, 2s. 



RAPPOPORT (A. S., M.A.).— 
The Curse of the Romanovs : A Study 
of the' Reigns of Tsars Paul I. and 
Alexander 1. of Russia, 1796-1825, With 
23 Illustrations. Demy Svo, cloth, l6s, net. 



READE'S (CHARLES) Novels. 

Collected Library Edition, in Seventeen 
Volumes, crown Svo, cloth,''3s. 6d each. 

Peg Wofflngton ; - and Christie 
Johnstone. 

X-Iard Cash. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. 
', vyith a Preface by Sir Walter Besant. 

' It is Hover Too Iiate to Mend.' 

The Course of True Iiove Never 
Did Run Smooth ; and Single^ 
heart and Doubleface. 

The Autobiography of a. Thief; 
Jack of all Trades; A Hero and 
a Martyr; The Wandering Heir. 

Eiove Me Little, IJove Me Liong. 

The' Double Marriage. 

uriffith Gaunt. 

Foul Play. 

Put Yourself In His Place. 

M. Terrible Temptation. 

A Simpleton. 

A Woman-Hater, 

The Jilt; and Good Stories of Man 
and other Animals. 

A Perilous Secret. 

Rsadiana; and Bible Characters. 



Also in Twenty-one Volumes, post Svo, illus- 
trated boards, 2s. each. 

Peg Wofflngton. I A Simpleton. 
Christie Johnstone. 
'It is Never Too I^ate to Mend.' 
The Course of True Iiove Never 

Sid Run Smooth. 
Autobiography of a Thief; Jack 

ofallTrades; James Lambert. 
Iiove Me Iiittle, JLove Me Long. 
The Rouble Marriage. 
The Cloister and the Hearth. 
A Terrible Temptation. 
Hard Cash. I Readiana. 
Foul Play. I Griffith Gaunt. 
Put Yourself in His Place. 
The Wandering Heir. 
A Woman-Hater. 
Singleheart and Doublef ace. 
Good Stories of Man, &c. 
The Jilt ; and other Stories. 
A Perilous Secret. 



Large Type, Fine Paper Editicns. " 
Pott Svo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net each ; leather, 
gilt edges, ^s. net each. ' 

The Cloister and the Hearth. With 

32 Illustrations by M. B. Hewerdine. 
'It is Never Too Laite to Mend.' 
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RBADB (CnARl,ES)— continued. 
Popular Editions, medium 8vo, 6rf. each. 
The Cloister and the Hearth. 
' It is Never Too Late to Mend.' 
Foul Play. | Hard Cash. 
Peg larofflngton; and Cbristle 

Johnstone. 
Griffith Gaunt. 
Put Vourself In His PlacSi 
A Terrible Temptation. 
The Double Marriage. 
Lovp Me iJlttlQ, Love Mo Ziong., 
A Pisrllous Secret. 



The isramderlng Heir. Large Type 
liDlTION. £cap,8vo, cloth, Is. net ; leather, 
IS. td. net. ' 

Bible< Characters. Fcapi 8vn. is. 

The Cloister and the Heartli. 
With i6 Photogravure and 84 half-tone 
Illustrations by Matt B. Hewerdine. 
Small 4tQ, cloth, 6j. net. Alsoin prepara- 
tion, a New Edition, with 20 Illustra- 
t'ons in 4 Colours and 10 in JBIack and 
White by Byam Shaw, R.I. Demv 8vo, 
cloth, loj. 6d. net; Large Paper 
Edition; parchment, 2xs. net. 



RICHARDSON (FRANK), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth. 3,7. 6d. each. 
The Man who Lost his Past, With 

50 Illustrations' by Tom. Browne, R.I. 
The Baysnirater Miracle. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, bs, each. 
The King's Counsel. 
Beml-^octety. 
There and Bacb, 



RIDOELL (Mrs.), Novels by. 
A Rich Man's Daughter. Crown 

8vo. cloth, 35. bd. 
Weird Stories. Crown 8vo, cloth, 

3^. dd. : post 8vo, picture boards, 25. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, z^.each. 
The Uninhabited House. 
Prince of Wales's Garden Party, 
~ The Mystery in Palace Gardens. 
Fairy Water. | Idle Tales. 
Her Mother's Darling. 



RIVES (AMELIE), Stories by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. 6d. each. 
Barbara Dering. 
Merlel : A Love Story. 



ROBINSON (F. W.), Novels by. 

Women are Strange. Post 8vo, 

illustrated boards. 2,?, 
The Hands of Justice, Crown Svo, 

cloth, 3f, (jd. : post Hvo, illust. bds., 2s. 
The 'Woman in the Dark, Crown 

8v(4 cloth, 3.9. dd. : postSvo. illust. bds., 2^. 



ROLFE (FR,), Novels by. 

Crown, 8vo, cloth. 65 e.tch. 
Hadrian the Seveiatli. 
Dan Tariuijii^lQ, 



ROLL OF BATTLE ABBEY, 

THE; A List of Principal Warriors who 

came from Normandy with William the 
Conqueror, 1066. In Gold and Colours^ 5.9. 



ROSENQARTEN(A.).— A Hand- 
book of Arcbitectural Styles. Trans- 
lated by W. COLLETT-&VNDAHS. With 
, 630 Illustrations. Cr. 8vp, cloth, 7j. 6d. 



ROSS (ALBERT).— A Sugar 

Princess. * Crown Svo, cloth, zs. (>d. 



RO WS E LL (MARY C.).— 
Monsieur da Paris. Crowh Svo, 

cloth, zs. &d. 



RUSSELL (W. CLARKI, Novels 

by. G^own 8vo,' cloth,' gj; 6d. ehcn : 
post §v6, illustrated boards, zs. each; 
cloth, 2s. 6d, each. 

Bound the Galley-Fire. 

In the Middle Watch. 

On the Fo'k'sle Head. 

A Voyage to the Cape. 

A Book for the Hammock; 

The Mystery of the ' Ocean Star,' 

The Romance of Jenny Harlowe. 

The Tale of the Ten, 

An Ocean Tragedy, 

My Shipmate Iioulse, 

Alone on a Wide 'Wide Sea. 

The Good Ship ' Mohock,' 

The Phantom Death. 

Is He the Man? | Heart of Oak. 

The Convict Ship, > 

The Iiast Bntry. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, js. 6d. each. 
A Tale of Tiso Tunnels,' 
The Death Ship, 
The ' Pretty Polly.' With 12 Illustra. 

tions by G. B. Robertson. 
Overdue. | Wrong Bide Out. 

The Convict Ship. PoptjLAR Edition. 
medium Svo, 6d. > ^ 



RUSSELL (HERBERT).-True 

Blue. Crown Svo; cloth, 3s. 6d. 



RUSSELL (DORA), Novels by. 

A Country Sweetheart, Crown Svo, 

picture cloth. Hat bacli, 2s. 
The Drift of Fate. Crovm Svo, cloth, 
3s. 6d. ; picture cloth, flat back, 21. 



RUSSELL (Rev. JOHN) and his 

Out-of-door Life. By E. W. L. 
Davies. With Illustrations coloured by 
hand. Royal 8vo, cloth, l6s. net. 



RUNCIMAN (JAS.), Stories by. 

Schools and Scholars. Post 8vo, 
cloth, 7s. 6d ' 

Skippers and SheUbaoks. Crowo 

avu, t;loll'.. 3J. td. 
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ST. MARTIN'S LANE, LONDON, 



W.C. 



25 



RUSSIAN BASTILLE, THE 

(The Fortress of Schiuessetbiirg). By T. 
P. YOUVATSHEV. Translated by A. S. 
Uappoport. M.A., author of ' The Curse 
of the Romanovs.' With numeioiis Illus- 
trations. Demy 8vo, cloth, 71. td. net. 



SAINT AUBYN (ALAN), Novels 

by. Crowii 8vo, clolh, 3^. 6rf. each ; po.>,t 
8vo. illustrated boards, 2j. each, 

A Felloiir of Trinity. With a Note 
by Oliver Wendell Holmes. 

The Junior Dean. 

Orchard Damerel. 

The Master of St. Benedict's, 

In the Face of the IfiTorld, 

To Hla Otirn Master. 

The Tremlett Diamonds. 



Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. td. each. 
The laroolng of May. 
Fortune's Gate. 
A Tragic Honeymoon. 
Gallantry Bovfer. 
A Proctor's \iroolng. « 
Bonnie Maggie Iiauder. 
Mrs. Dunbar's Secret. 
Mary Unmrin. With « Illustrations. 



SAINT JOHN (BAYLE), — A 
Levantine Family. Cr. 8vo, ol., 3s. 6rf. 



SALA-(Q. A.).— Qaslight and 

Dayli£:ht. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 26, 



SALMON (A. L.).— Literary 

Rambles in the West of England. 

With a yronlispiece. Cr. 8vo. cl., 6.r.m:l 



SCOTLAND YARD, Past & Presenl 
By Ex-Chief-Inspector Cavanagh. Post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2j. ; cloth, 2s. 6d. 



SECRET OUT SERIES (The). 

Crown 8vo, cloth, with numerous 
lUustirations, 4;. 6d. each. 

The Sficret Out : One Thnu=;and Tricks 
with Drawinji-rooni or White Magic. 
By W. H. CEEMEll. With 300 En- 
gravings, 

The Art of Amnsing: A Collection of 
Graceful Arts, Games, Tricks, Puzzles, 
and Charades. By Fhank Bellew. 
With 300 Illustrations. 

Hanky-Panky : Very Easy Tricks, Very 
Difficult Tricks.-White Magic, Sleight of 
Hand. Edited by W. H. Cremer. With 
200 Illustrations. 

The Magician's Own Book: Per- 
formances with Cups and Balls, EgKs. 
Hats Handkerchiefs, &c. Edited bv 
W. H. CREMhR. With 200 Illustrations. 

The Complete Art of Flrework- 
■ Making: or, The Pyrotechnist'.s 
Treasury. By Thomas Kentish. With 
267 Illustrations. 3s. 6d, 



SERUEANT(ADELJNE), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth. 3v. od. eacn. 
Under False ppetences. 
Br. Bndicott's Ejxpeviisieiit. 



Tlia Missing £:iizabeth. 

cloth, 6s. 



Crown 8vo, 



ST. MARTIN'S LIBRARY (The). 

In pocket siirj, cluLh. jiiit t'.p, zs. iiel per 
Vol. ; leather, gilt ed^cs, js. net per Vol. 
By Sir Walti^ Besant. 
' Iiondon. 1 ' ^iWastminster. 

Jerusalem. (Incollaborution with Pr^f. 

E. K. Palmer.) 
All Sorts and Conditions of Men, 
Blr Richard Whittlngton. 
Gaspard da Coligny. 

By Robert BuchanaU. 
The Shadow of the Sword. 

By Hall Caine. 
The Deemster. 

By Vi^ILKIE COLLIKS. 

The 'SSroman in White. 

By D\NIEL DEI'OE. 

Kobinson Crusoe. With 37 Illus- 
trations by U. ClJUIKSHANK. 

By Charles Dickei^s. 
Speeches. With Porlrait. 

By Austin Dohson. 
Eighteenth Century Vignettes. 
Three Series, each Illustrated. 
By Thomas Hardv. 
Under the Greeninrood Tree. 

By Bret Harte. 
Condensed Novels. 

By Oliver Wendell Honr^R. 
The Autocrat of the Ereakfast- 
Talble. Illustrated by/. G. Tiiu,\ibun. 
Compiled bv A. H. Hyatt. 
The Charm of liOn'Kon: An Anthology. 
The Charm of Edinburgh. 
The Charm of Venice. 

By Richard JkFFERiES, 
The Iiifc of the Fields. 
The Open Air. • 

Nature near London. 

By Charles Lamb. 
The Essays of Ella. 

By lORD RiACAULAY. 

History of England, m 5 Volumes. 

By JUR'iTN McCarthy. / 

The Heign of t^ueen Anne, in i Vol. 
A History of the Four Oeorgea 

and of Mrilliam IV., m 2 Vols. 
A History of Our C<nrn Times from 
Accessionof Q.Victor a to 1S97, in 3 Vols, 
By George Mac Donald. 
'Works of Fancy and Imaglna 1 on 
in lo\ols rCimo fKoi List, see p. 19.) 
By W. H. MALUCK. 
The New Republic. i 

By Charles Reade. 
The Cloister and the B^eartb. With 

32 Ill,ustrations by M. «. Hewerdine. 
'It is Never Too Late to Mend/ 
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CttATTO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS, 



ST. MARTIN'S LIBRARY— Mn/!«Kni. 
By ROKEKf Lotus Stevenson. 
An Inland Voyage. 
Travels "witli a' Donicey, 
Memories and Portvaita. 
Virglnibus Puerisque, 
Men and BookSi 
New Arabian Nights. 
Across the Plains, 
The Merry Men. 
Prince Otto, 
In tlije SoDth Seris. 
Collected Poems. 

By H. A. Taine. 
History of £inglish jLiteratuVe, in 
4 Vols. With 32 Portraits. 

By Mark Twain.— Sketches. 
By Waltoj)! and Cotton. 
The Complete Angler. 



SEYMOUR (CYRIL), Novels by, 

Crown Svo. cloth, 6s. each. 
The Magic of To-Morrow. 
Comet Chaos. 



SHAKESPEARE LIBRARY 

(The). PART I. 

THS: OIiD-SPBIiIiIlilQ 
SHAKBSPESASIS. 

In Forty Volumes, demy 8vo, clotli, 
25. bd. net per vol. ; or Library Edition 
(to be subscribed for only in sets), pare 
rajl paper, , half-parcliment, 5s. net per 
vol. ' To be issued, at short intervals. 

TheWorks of WllliamShakespeare 
with the spelling ot the Quarto or the 
Folio as the basis of the Text, and all 
changes marked in heavy type. Edited, 
with brief Introductions and Notes, by K. 
J. FURNIVALL, M..\., D.Litt., and F. W; 
CLARKE, M.A. A list of the volumes 
already published inay be had. 
Part II, 

THE SHAKBSPE: ABB CI<ASSICS, 
Small crown 8vo, quarter-bound antique 
crey boards, 2s. td. . net per vol. ; whole 
gold-brown,, velvet , Persian, 45. net 
per vol. : also 500 special sets on larger 
paper, half parchment, gilt tops (to be 
subscribed foir only In 'Sets), 5^; net. per 
vol. Each vplume with Frontispiece, 
I. Itod^e's ■ Rosalynde^ : the 
original of Shakespeare's ' As 
You Iiike It." Edited by W. W. 
Greg, M.A. 

^. Greene's ' Pandosto,' or ' Doras- 
tus and Fawnla ' : the original 
of Shakespeare's ■ printer's 
Tale.' Edited by F. G. THOMAS. 
' 3. Brooke's Poem of ' Bomeus and 
Juliet ' : the original of Shake- 
speare's 'Borneo and' Juliet.' 
Edited by P. A. Daniel. Modernised 
and re-edited by J. J. MnNRO. 
4. 'The Troublesome Belgn of 
King John ': the Play re written 
by Shakespeare as 'King John.' 
Edited by F. J. FURNlVALL, D.Xitt. 



SHAKESPEARE LIBRARY— MKt 

The Shakespeare Classics — cuntinwd. 

5,6. 'The History of Hamlet': 
With other Documents illustrative of 
the sources of Shakspeare's Play, and an 
Introductory Study of the. Legend ok 
Hamlet by Prof. I. Gollancz. 

7. ' The Play of King Jieir and His 
Three Daughters ' : the old play 
on the subject of King i.ear. 
Edited by Sidney Lee, D.Litt. 

8. 'The Taming of a Shrew': 
Being the, old play used by, Shakespeare 
in 'The Taming of the Shrew.' Edited 
: bv Professor F. S. BoXs, M.A. 

9. The Sources and Analogues of 
' A Midsummer Night's Dream.' 
Edited by FRANK SlDGWlCK. ' 

ID. 'The Famous Victories of 
Henry Y.' . 

II. ' The Meraeechml': %\ia original 
of ShalftiSpeare's 'Comedy of 
Brrors^' Latin text, with the Eliza- 
bethan Transfetion, Edited by W, H. D. 
EousE,Litt.D. 

12. 'PrOmos and Cassandra': 
the sburce of 'Measure for 
Measure.' Edited by H. C. Hart. 

13. ' Apolonius and Sllla ' : the 
source of 'Twelfth Night.' Edited by 
Morton Luce.- 

14. ' The First Part of the Conten<- 
tion betisixt the tnro famous 
Bouses of York and Iiancas- 
ter,' and ' The True Tragedy of 
Bichard, Duke of York': the 
originals of the second and third parts of 
'King Henry VI.' Edited by H. C. Hart. 

15. The Sources of ' The Tempest.' 

16. The Sources of ' Cymbellne.' 

17. The Sources and Analogues 
of 'The Merchant 6f Yenioe.' 
Edited by professor 1. Gollancz. 

18. Bomanilc Tales : the sources of 
' The Two Gentlemen of Verona,' 'Merry 
Wives,' 'Much Ada abotlt Nothing,' 
'All's Well that Ends 'Well'.' , 

19,20 Shakespeare's Plutarch: the 
sources of ' Julius Cx'sar,' 'Antony and 
Cleopatra,' • Coriolanus,' and 'Timpn.' 
Edited b y C. F. Tucker B rooee, M.A, 
PartIIL 

TH£! I<AMB SHAKBSPBABJB 
FOB YOUNG PBOPIiE. 
With Illustrations and Music. Based on 
Mary and Charles Lamb's Tales from 
Shakespeare, an attempt being made 
by Professor I. GOLLAMCZ to insert within 
the setting of prose those scenes and 
passages from the Plays with which Ihc 
young reader should early become ac- 
quainted. The Music arranged by T, 
Maskell Hardy, Imperial i6md, cloth, 
Ts. 6d. net per vol. ; leather, 2*, 6d'. net per 
vol. ; Special School Edition, linen, 8^, 
net per vol. 
t. The Tempest. , 

n. As You Uke It. 
In. A Midsummer Night's Breanii 

IV. The Merchant of Y^nlost 

V. The Winter's Tala. 

VI, Xsaelfth Slgbt, ^ 
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SHAKESPEARE LlBRARY-«n/. 

The Lamb skakespeahe— £o«/iM«rf. 
VII. Cymbellne. 
VIII. Romeo and Juliet. 
IX. Macbeth. 

X. Ifucb Ado About Nothing. 
XI. Alilfe of Shakespeare foi* the 

Yo ung. 

XII, An Bveniiig isith Shake- 
speare : 10 Dramatic Tableaux /or 
Young People, with Music by T. 
Maskell ' HAisDY, and Illustrations. 
Clotll, 2^. net ; leather, 3s. 6d, net ; 

lipe n, ij., 6d. net. 

Part IV. 
SHAKBSPBAR^'S BNQI.AND. 
A series of volumes' Illustrative of the life, 
thought, and letters of Englandin the time 
■ of Shakespeare. The iirst volumes are — 
^Kobert Iianeham's Iietter.describing 
part , of the Entertainment given to 
Queen Elizabeth at Kenilworth Castle in 
157s. With Introduction by Dr.FuRNi- 
VALL, and Illustrations. Demy 8v6, 
cloth, Ss. net. 
The Rogues and Vagabonds of 
Shakespeare's f oath : reprints of 
Awdeley's ' Fraternitye of Vacabondes,' 
Harman's'CaveatforCommohCursetors,? 
Parson Haben's or Hyberdyne's 'Sermon 
in Praise of Thieves and Thievery,' \&c. 
With many woodcuts. Edited, with In- 
troduction, by Edward Viles and Dr. 
FURNIVALL. Demy 8vo, cloth, 5s. net. 
Shakespeare's Holliished : a reprint 
of all the passages in Holinshed's 
'Chronicle' of which use was made in 
Shakespeare's Historical Plays, - with 
Notes. Edited by W. G. BOSWELL 
Stone. Royal 8vo, cloth, los. 6d.net. 
The Book of Blizabsthan Verse. 
Edited, with Notes, by William 
Stanley Braithwaite. 'With Frontis- 
piece and ■Vif:nette. Small crown 8vo, 
cloth, 6.f. net ; vellum gilt, 12s. 6d. net, 
The Shakespeare Allusion Book. 
Reprints of all references to Shakespeare 
and hisWorks before theclosoof the 17th 
century, collected by Dr. iKGLTiBY, Miss 
L. TOULMIN Smith, Dr. Furnivall, and 
J. J. MuNRO. Twovols., roy. 8vo. 
Harrison's Description of Eng. 
land. Part IV. Uniform with Parts 
I.-III. as issued by the New ^hakspere 
, Society. Edited by Dr. Furnivall, 
With additions by Mrs. C, C. Stopes. 
(250 co pies only.) 17^. 6rf. n et. 
A Study of Shakespeare. By A. C. 

S'WJNBURNK, Crown 8vo, cloth, 8s. 
The Ago of Shakespeare. By A. C. 
Swinburne. Crown 8vo, buckram, 6.1. 
net, 
Shakespeare the Boy: The Home 
and School Life, Games and Sports, 
Manners. Customs, and Folk-lore of the 
Time. By W. J. ROLFE. With 42 Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo, , cloth, 3s. 6d. 



SHARP (WILUAM).-Children 

of To-morrow. Crown Svo, cloth, 31. 6i 



SHERIDAN'S (RICHARD 

BR INS LEY) Complete Works. 

Crown Svo, cloth, ^j.' 6d. 

Bherldan's Comedies: TheRlvals 
and The School for Scandal. 

Edited by Brandek Matthews. With 
Illustr.itions. Demy Svo, buckram. 12c. 6rf. 



SHIEL (M. P.), Novels by. 

The Purple Cloud. Cr. Svo.cloth, 3s.6d. 

Unto the Third Generation. Cr.Svo, 
c^oth, 6s, 



SIGNBOARDS: Their History, in- 

eluding Fan^ous Tiiverris and Remarkable 
Characters. By Jacob Larwood and J. 
C.Hotten. With 93 Illustrations. Crown 
Svo, cloth, ss. 6d. 



Shakespeare 



s Sweetheart : a 



^Romance. By Sakah H. Sterling. 
■With 6 Coloured Illustrations by C- E. 
P4ck Square 8vo, cloth, ^5. 



SIMS (QEORQE R.), Books by. 

For lilfe— and After. C r. Svo, cl., bs. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, each; cloth 
limp,'2f. 6d. each. 
The Bliig o' Bells, 
Tinkletop'B Crime. | Zeph. 
Dramas of Iilfe. With 60 Illustraiions. 
My T-siro W^iires. I Tales of To-day. 
Memoirs of a Landlady. 
Scenes from the Shoisr. 
The Ten Commandments. 

Grown Svo, picture cover, is. each; cloth, 
IS. 6d. each. 
The Dagonet Reciter and Reader, 
The Case of Qeorge Candlemas. 
Dagonet Ditties. | tiite We Iilve, 
Voung Mrs. Caudle, 
lii Ting of £<ondon. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6d. each ; post Svo, 
picture boards, 2s. each ;\ cloth, 2s. 6d, each. 
Mary Jane's Memoirs. 
M^ry Jane Married. 
Dagonet Abroad. 
Rogues and Vagabon ds. 

Crown Svo, cloth , 3.S. firf. each. 
Once upon a Christmas Time. 
With 8 Illustrations by CHAS. Green, K.I. 
In £iondon's Heart, 
i A Blind Marriage. 
, Without the liimellght. 
The Small-part Iiady. 
Biographs of Babylon. ' 
Hla 'Wife's Revenge. 
The Myst ery of Mary Anne. 

Picture cloth, flat back, 2s. each. ' 
Rogues and Vagabonds. 
In Iliondo n's Heart. 
Popular Editions, medium Svo, 6d. each. 
Mary Jane's Memoirs. 
Rogues a nd Vagabond st 
Homr the Poor Iiive; and Horrible 

Ijondon. Crown Svo, leatherette, is, 
Dagonet Dram as . Crow n Svo, is. 

Crown Svo, cloth ds. each. 
For Life— and After. 
Joyce Pleasantry. , With a Frontis- 
piece by Hugh Thomson. 
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CHATTO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS, 



SHELLEY'S Complete WORKS 

In Verseand Prose. Edited by K. 
_ Herne Shepherd. Five Vols., crown 
8vn, cloth, ^x. 6d. each. i 

Poetical Works, in Three Vols. : 

Vol. I. Margaret Nicholson; Shelley's 
Correspondence with Stockda^e ; Wandering 
Tew; Qileen Mab ; Alastor ; Rosalind ano" 
Helen ; Prometheus Unbound ; Adunais. 

Vol. II. Laon and Cythna: The Cenci ; 
Julian and Maddalo ; SwelUoot the Tyrant ; 
The Witch of Alias ; Epipsychidioa ; "llellas. 

Vol. III. Posthumous Poems ; The 
Masque of Anarchy ; and other Pieces. 
ProBe *Wovks, in Two Vols. : 

Vol. I. Zastrozzi ; St. Irvyne^ Dublin and 
Marlow Pamphlets ; Refutation of Deism ; 
Letters to Leifih Hunt ; Minor "Writings. 

Vol. II. ^EJssays; Leltdts from^ Abroad : 
Translntions and FratJinents ; a Biofiraphv 

SHERARD (R. H.).— Rogues. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, is.. 64. , 



SHERWOOD (MAROAREr).— 

DAPHNE: a Pastoral. s,With Coloured 
FronMspiece. Crown 8v6. cloth, Jts, 6d 



SfeTER DORA. ' By M. Lonsdale. 

Derpv Rvo, 4/f. ; cloth, 6rf. 



SLANCi DICTIONARY (The): His- 

torical and Anecdotal. Cr. 8vo, cl., 6.^. 6fi 



SMEDLEY (CONSTANCE) . — 

The June Princess. Crown 8vo, 

. dmh 6.t. ' [Shortly. , 



i>MrrH (.1. MOYR), Books by. 
The, Priface of Argolls. With 130 
, .Illustrations. Post 8vo, cloth, 3J. (id, 
' Tbe lorooing of the larater Witch. 

With lllu-ilriitions. Post Svo, clotlj. 6j 



SOCIETY IN LONDON, down 

Svo. JR. ; cloth, \s. Od. 



SOMERSET (Lord HENRY). - 

5ong^s of Adtcu. 4to, Jap. vellum, 6i. 

SOWERBY""^. and~G:) , 

Children's Books by. 

Bumbletoes : i heir Adventures .- with 
Belinda and the Buttonfeboy, ' pictured 
in 12 Coloured Scenes and 18 other 
IIl\istiations by Millicent Sowerby. 
With Verses by Githa Sowerby. Small 
crown Svo, decorated boards, is. 6d. net. 

Childliood: Twelve Days from our You t h. 
Pictured in Colours by Millicent 
Sowerby and written in Verse by Githa 
Sowerby. Crown 4to, cloth, 3?. 6d. net. 

Yesterday* s Children. With 12 
llidstrations in Colour and mTny in Line 
by MiLLTCFNT Sowerby ; and Verses 
by Githa Sowerby. Crown 4to, doth, 
3s. 6d. npt. ' 



SPENSERfor Children. ByM.H. 

Towry. With Coloured lUustrat/ons by 
W. f. Morgan. Crown 4tn. cloth.. 3.7. 6d. 



SPETTIGUE (H. H.). — The 

Heritage o^ Eve. Cr. Svo. cloth. 6s. 

SPE I Q HTtE. E.).— IheQalleon 

of Torbay. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. 



SPEIGHT (T, W.), Novels by. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards. 2s. each. 
The Mysteries of. Heron Dyke^ 
By Devious Virays. 
Bood^jirinked; & Sandycroft Mys- 
tery. I The Golden Hoop. 
Back to Iilfe. | Quittance In Full. 
The Loudwater Tragedy. 
Burgo's Romance. 
A Husba nd from the Sea. 
Crown 8vo. cloth, .sj. bd^each 
Her Iiadyship. I The Grey Monk: 
The Master of Trenance. 
The Secret of Wyv^m Tdwers. 
Doom ot Siva. \ As It szas Written 
The IfiTeb of Fate. 
Bjgperien cea of Wr. Ye rschoyle. 

Stepping Blindfold: Cr.Bvo, cloth, 6s. 
Wife or No Wlfe.Post 8vQ,cloih. is. ftd. 



SPIELMANN (MRS. M. H.).— 
Margery 1?edtord and her Friends. 

With numerous Illustrations by GOKDuS 
Bkowxe. Large crown Svo. c oth. 5.t net. 



SPRIQQE (S. SQUIRE). —An 
Industrious Chevalier. Or. Svo, 6s. 



STAFFORD (JOHN), Novels by. 

Doris and T. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6rf. 
Carlton S^rlora. Crown Svo, cloth. 6s. 



STANLEY (WINIFRED). — A 

Flash of the Will. Cr.Svo, cloth.'6.t. 



STARRY HEAVENS Poetical 

Birthday Book. Pott Svo. cloth, is. 6rf. 

STEDMAN (E. C.).— Victorian 

Poets. Crown Rvo. doih qt. 



STEPHENS (RICCARDO).— The 

Cruciform Mark. Cr. Svo. cl.. 3.v. M. 



STEPHENS (R. NEILSON).— 
Phili p W t nwood. Cr. ^vo. cl., 3j. 6d. 

STEPNIAK (S.).— At the Dawn 

of a New Rei^n : a Studv of Modern ' 
Russia Crown Svo, clolh. 6.^. 



STERN DALE (R. ARMITAGE). 

—The Afghan Knife. Post Svo, cloth, 

3.S. M. : HhHtrated boardi, 2.«. ■ 



STERNE (LAURENCE).— 
A Sentimental Journey. With 84 
Illustrations by T H. ROBINSO.V, and 
a Photojjravure Portrait. Crown Svo, 
cloth g ilt. 3s. 6d. 



STEVENSON (BURTON E.).— 
Affairs of State. Crown Svo, cloth, 
3s. 6d. 

STOCKTON (FRANK R.).-The 
Young Master of Hyson Hall. With 
36 Illustrations. Crown Svo, doth. 
3s. 6J. ; picture cloth, iiat back. 2s. 



STODDARD (C. W.), Books by. 

Post 8vo, cloth, ^ilt top. 6s. net each. 
South- Sea Idyls; Summer Cruising, 
T3ia l£l:^u^ of Tranquil Delif^htSf 



Ill ST. MARTIN'S LANE,- LONDON, W.C. 



29 



3TEVENS0N (R. LOUIS), 

Works by. Cr. Svo; buckram, 6s. each, 

Travels nrltli a Donkey. With a 
FrontisDiece by Walter Crane. 

An Inland Voyage. With a Frontis- 
piece by Walter Crane. 

Familiar Studies of men Sl Books. 

The Silverado Squatters. 

Tbe Merry Men. 

Undermroods ; Poenis. 

Memories and Portraits. 

Virginibus Puerisque. 

Ballads. | Prince Otto. 

Across the Plains. 

'BTelr of Hermiston. 

In the South Seas, , 

Essays of Travel. 

Tales and Fantasies. 

Essays in the Art of Writing. 

A Iionrden Sabbath Morn. Illus- 
trated by A. S. Boyd. 

Songs of Travel. Cr. Svo, bucliram, 5s. 
NeiK Arabian Nights. CrowtTSvo, 

buckram, 6j. ; post Svo, iUust. boards, 2j.; 

Popular Edition, medium Svo, 6d. 

Large crown Svo, cloth, ys. 6d, net each : 
parchment, los. 6d. net each ; Large Paper 
Edition, parchment. 21;, net each. 
' An Inland Voj^ge. With 12 Illus- 
trations in Colour, 12 in Black and White, 
and other Decorations, by NoEL'RoOKK, 
Travels >irlth a Donkey in the 
Cevennes. With 12 illustrations in 
Colour, 12, in Black and White, and 
other Decorations, by Noel Rooke. 



STEVENSON (R. ■ LCtmsy-cmitinued. 
R. li, Stevenson : A Study. By H. B, 
Baildon. With 2 Portraits. Crown 
8vo. buckram, 6s. 
Becoileotions of B. Z<. Stevenson 
in the Pacific. By Arthur John- 
stone. With Portrait and Facsimile- 
Letter. Crown Svo, buckram, 6s. net. 



STKAUS (RALPH), Novels by. 

Ciown Svo,' cloth, 6s. each. 
The Man Apart. 
The Little God's Drum. 



STkUTT (JOSePH). —The 

Sports and Pastimes of the People 
of Bngland. With 140 liiustriitiuns. 
Crown avo, cloth, 3.?. 6d. 



STUART (H. LONQAN.)— 

Weeping: Cross. Crown Svo, ^cloth, 6s, 



SULTAN (THE) AND HIS SUB- 
JECTS. By Richard Davey. With 
Portrait. Demy Svo, cloth, ys. 6d: net. 



SUNDOWNER, Stories by. 

Told by the Taffrail. Or. Svo, 3s. 6d. 
The Tale of the Serpent. Crown 

Svo, cloth, flat bactc, 2^. 



A Child's Garden of Verses. Wilh 
12 Illustrations in Colotir and numerous 
Black and White Drawings by MlLLl- 
CENT SoWEftBY. Large crown Svo, cloth, 
5s. net ; Large Paper Edition, parch- 
ment, las. 6d. net. 



Post Svo half.doth, is. net each ; leather, 

2s. net each. 
Prayers STritten at Vailima. 
A Christmas Sermon. 



The Suicide Club ; andTheKajah's 

Diamond. (From New Arabian 

Nights.) With 8 Illustrations by W. J. 

V Hennessy. Crown Svo. cloth, 3s. 6d. 

The Steirenson Seader. Edited by 

" Lloyd Osbourne. Post Svo, cloth, 

2s. 6d. ; buckram, gilt top. 35. 6d. 
The Pocket R.Xf.S.: Favourite Pas- 
sages. i 6mo. cl., 2s. net ; le ather, ss. net. 

Large Type, Fine Paper Editions. 
Pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2j. net each ; 
leather, ailt edges, 3s. net each. 
An Inland Voyage. 
Travels with a Donkey. 
Vlrginibus Puerisque. 
Familiar Studies of Men & Books. 
Hew Arabian NightEl. 
Memories and Portraits. 
Across the Plains. 
Tfhe Merry Men. , 
Prince Otto. 
In the South Seas. 
pollected Pooma pf R. It. 9. 



SURTEES (ROBERT). — 

Haodley Ccoss; or, Mr. Jorrocks's 
tinnt. With 79 Illusts. by John Leech. 
Post Svo, picture cover, is. ; cloth,- 2s. 

SUTRO (ALFRED). — The 

FooHsh Virginsi Fcp. Svo. i^.; cl.. is.6d. 

SWEET (ALEX. ,E.) and J. 

ARMOY KNOX.— On a Mexican 
Mustang; Through Texas, from the 
Gulf to the Kio Grande. With 265 Illus- 
trations. Demv Svo. cloth. %s. (td. 



SWIFT'S (De^an) Choice Works, 

in Prose and^erse. With Memoir, Por- 
trait, and Facsimiles. Cr. Svo, cl., 3^. 6d. 
Jonathan Swift : A Stud^. By J. 
Churton Collins. Cr. Svo, cl., 31. 6d. 



SWINBURNE'S (ALGERNON 
CHARLES) Works. 
Mr, Svrinburne's Collected Poems. 

" In 6 Vols., ci'owii Svo. 36^. net the set. 

Mr. S'rainbume's Collected ' Tra- 
gedies. In .sVols.. cr.Svo. 305 netthespt. 

Selections from Mr. Swinburne's 
Works. Fcap. Svo, 6s. 

The Queen-Mother; and Kosa- 

mond. Crown 8vo, 75. 6d. net. 
Atalanta in Calydon. Crown Svo, 6s. 
Chastelard : A Tragedy. Crown Svo, 71. 
Poems and Ballads. First Series. 

Crown Svo, gs. 
Poems and Ballads. Second Series. 

Crown Svo. 9^. 
Poems and Ballads. Third Series. 

Crown Svo, ys. 
Songs before Sunrise. 's..rown Svo, 

lOT. 6d. . 

PothMrall : A Tragedy. Crown Svo, 12s.6d, 
Songs of Ttico Illations. Crown Svo, 6s. 
G&OPj^e Chapman. (In Vol. II. of G. 

CHAPMAN s Works.) Crown Svo, 3s, 6d. 
^ssays and Studies. Crown Svo, 121, 
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SWINBURNE (A. C.)— continued. 
Eipeciitlieua : ATragedv. Ciown8vo,6s. 
S. Note on Cbarlotte Bronte. Crown 

8vo, 6s, 
A Staay of Shakespeare. Crown 

8vo, Si. 
Bongs of tbe Springtides. Crown 

8vo. 6s. 
Studies In Song. Crown 8vo, ;:. 
Mary Stuart : A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, is. 
Tristram of Xtyonesse. Crown 8vo,9i. 
R. Century of Roundels. Small 4t6, 8s. 
A Midsummer Holiday. Cr. 8iro, js. 
Marino Faliero: A Tragedy. Crown 

8vo, 6s. 
A Study of Victor Hugo. Cr 8vo, 6s. 
Miscellanies. Crown Svo, 12s. 
]«ocrine : A Tragedy*. Crown 8vo, 6s, 
A' Study of Ben doii^on. Cr. 8vo, ys. 
The Sisters: A Tiagedy. .Crown 8vo, 6s. 
Astropliel, &o. , Croiy n Svo, 7s. 
Studies m Ii>rgse ^nd Poetry. 

Crown Svo, 9s. ' ' . 

Tbe Tale of Balen. Crown Svo, 7j. 
Rosamund, Quieeii of tlie I^om-' 

bards : A Tragedy. ' Crown Svo, 6s. 
A Channel Passage. Cro.wn Svo, 7s. 
I,iOve's CroBB-.G<irrents: A Year's 

Letters. Crown 8vo, 6s. net. , " * 
"HTllliam Blake. Crown Svo, 6s. net 
The Buke of Candia. Crown 8vo, 5s. 
The Age of Shakespeare. Crown 

Svo, 6s. net. 



THOMAS (ANNIE), Novels by. 

The Siren's Web. Cr. Svo, cl., 3s. 6d. 
Comrades True. Crown 8ya, cloth, 6s, 



THOMAS (BERTHA), Novels by. 

In a.Cath edral City. Cr .&vo,cl.,3s.6d. 

Crown Svo, ctoth, 6s. each. 
The House on the Scar. 
The Son of the House. 



THOMSOjS'S SEASONS.andThe 

Castle of Indolence. With Steel 
Plates.and 48 other Illustrations. Crown 
Svo, cloth gilt, 7i. 6d. 



THORBAU: His Life aiid Aims. 

By A. H. Page. With a Pbrtraif I>6st 
Svo, buckram, 3j. 6d. . , ^ '■ '. 



THORNBURY (WALTTEJ?).— 
iTales fOFf the Mailasai r^st ^o, 

illustrated boards, 2s. '' ./» .-i-,:-..,; 



TIMES (JOHN), Works *y. 

, Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6dj ^ch.'^ 
Clubs and' Club Iilfe In Iiondon. 

With 41 Illustrations: -H ■ : - 
English . Eccentriea '^nd Bcc^nir 
trioltles. With 4S tll'iist/at^ons, ■ ' - 



TOMPKINS (HERBERT W.)i— 

..Marsh-Country^ Rambles. With- a 
Frontispiece.' Crown Svo, cloth; '6s. 



SWINNERTON (FRANK A.).— 
The Merry Heart. .Crown Svo, cloth, 
6s. ' ' " [Shorlly. 



SYRETT (NETTA).— Anne Page. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6.1.^ 



TAINE'S History of English 

Literature. Trans.byHENRY Van Laun. 
Four Vols.J demy Svo^sl., jos.^PopuLAR 
Edition, Two Vols.,, crown Svo, ol., iss. ; 
FisE Paper Edition, in Four Vols., with 
32Porlr^its,pott8vo,cIoth,gilttop, 2s.net 
per vol. i leather, gilt edges, 3s. net per vol. 



TALES FOR THE HOMES. 

, . ' ByT«?ENTY-SlX Well-knownAuthors. 
Edited by Rev. J. Maechant. Published 
for the bene^tof the Barnardo Me- 
morial Fond. With 3 Portraits. Crown 
Svo. cloth, 5s. net 



TAYLOR (TOM) . — Historical 

Dramas. Crown Svo, is. e^ch. 
'Jeanne DarC 
' 'Twixt Axe and Crown.' 
'The Fool's Eevekge.' 
' ARKWRipHt'.s, Wife." 
' Anne B'olSy'n.' 
'Plot and Passion.' 



TEMPLE (SIR RICHARD).— A 
Bird's-eye View of Picturesque 
India. With 32 Illusts. Or. Svo, cl., 6s. 



TREETON (ERNEST A.).-The 

Instlj^ator* Crown Svo, clbth^ 6s, 



TROLLOPE (ANTHONY), Novels 

by. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each; post 
Svo, illust^'ated boards, 2s. each. . y 4 

The Way We liive Now. 

Frau Frohmann. . I , Marion Fay. 

The Iian drlieagners; , , 

Post Svo, illustrated boaiiis, as. each. 

Kept In the Dark; 

The American Senator. 

The Gold en I<ion of G ranpere. 

Mr; Scarborough's Family. Crown 
Svo, cloth, 3s. pd. ... 



TROLLOPE (FRANCES EO. 

Novels by. Crown Svo, cloth, 3'j. 6d. 

each ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Iilke Ships upon the Sea; 
Mabel's Progress, I Anne Farn|99S. 



TROLLOPE '(T. A.).— Diamond 

Cut Diamond. Post SvoViUus. bds.. zs. 



TURENNE (RAYMOND).— The 

L.a5t of tlie Mammoths, Crown Svo, 

cloth, 3s. 6d. '.' . ' . ■'.■■■. 



THACKERAYANA : Notes and 

Anecdotes. With numerous Sketches by 
Thackeray. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 
Thackeray (The Pocket;. Arranged 
by A. H. HVATT. In i6mo, cloth, gilt 
top, 2s. net ; leather, gilt top, 3s. net; 



TWAIN'S (MARIQ Books. 

UNIFORM LIBRARY EDITION, wbwn 

Svo, -cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
Mark Twain's Library of Humour. 

With 197 Illustrations by E, W. Xemelk. 
Roughing It : and The Innocents 

at Home. With 200 lUustrations by 

F.|A. FRASER. 

The American Claimant. With 81 
Illustrations bv Hal Hurst and others. 
Pudd'nhead Wilson. With Portrait 
apd Six lUu^tratiops by 'Louis LOEif, 



Ill St. MARTIN'S LAME, LONDON,. W.C. 
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TWAIN (lHARK)-«Btf«i«d. 

• The Adveiltapesof Tom Sawyer. 

With III Illustrations. 
Tom Sawysf Abroad. Witli z6 

Illustrations by Dan Beard. 
Tom Sawyer, Ootectlve, With Port. 

* A Tramp Abroad. With 314 Illusts. 
*Itao Innocents Abroad: or, New 

Pilgrim'sProgrcss. With 234 Illu-'ts. 
•The Glided Age. By Mark Twain 

and C. D. Wj,RNER. With Z12 Illusts. 
■ The Prlnoe and the Pauper. 

With igo Illustrations. 
" Iitfe on the Mlssisslnpl. 300 Illusts. 
•The Adventures of Huckleberry 

Finn. 174 Illusts. by E. W, Kemblk. 
•A Yankee at the Court of King 

'Arthur. 220 Illusts. by Dan Beard. 
•The Stolen White Blephant. 
•The £1,000,000 Bank-Hote.' 
A Double - barrelled i3eteatlve 

Stpry; With 7 Illustrations. 
Personal Recollections of Joan of 

Arc. With 12 Illusts. by F. V, Du Mono 
More Tramps Abroad. 
The .Han that Cor^apted Hadley. 
^ bOrcf. With Frontispiece; 
The Choice Vf or ka of ISark Twain, 

With Life, Portrait, and Illustrations. 
•,* The Books marked • may be had also in 

post 8vo, p icture cloth, at 2 s. each. 
POPtiLAR .Editions, jhedium Svo, 6dl each. 
Tom Sanryer. 1 A Tramp Abroad. 
The Prin ce arid the P auper. 
Mark Tmrain's Sketches. Putt Svo. 

cIoth,_gilt top, 2.S. net ; leather, gilt edges 

3J. net; picture boards, 2s, 



UPWARD (ALLEN), NoveJs by. 

The Queen against Owen* Grown 

8vo, cloth, Ss. bd. ; picture cloth, flal back, 

2s, ; post Svo, picture boards, z,?, 

The Phantom ToFpedo^Boats. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 6.j. 



VANDAM (ALBERT D.).-A 

Court Tragedy. With 6 lUnstrationa 
by J. B. Bavis. Crown Svo, cloth, 3.;. 6d. 

VASHTI and ESTHER. By 

' Belle' of 77k World. Cr. Svo. ol.. 35. bd. 



VENICE IN THE EIOHTEENTK 
Century, . By Philippe Monniek. 
Translated frbm the French,- with a 
Frontispiece. Demy Svo, cl.. 7j. 6d. net. 



VIZETELLY (ERNEST A.), 

Books by . Crown Svo, cloth', 3 j. Gd. each. 
The Scorpilon. 
The Lover's Progress. 

A Path of Thorns. Crown Svo, cloth, 6j. 

The Wild marquis : Life and Adven- 
tures of Armand Guerry de Maubreuil. 
Crown Svo, cloth, 6^. ,' ' 



TWELLS (JULIA H.).— Et tu, 

Sejati'e I Crown St^o- cloth. 6s. 



TYTLER (C, C. FRASER-).— 

Mistress Judith. Crown 8vb, cloth, 
^s. 6d.: post'Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. 



TYTLER (SARAH), Novels by. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 5s. 6d. each ; post Svo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Burled Diamonds. 

The Blackball Ghosts. 

What She Caine Throu gh. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2^. each. 

Saint Mungo's City. | Iiady Bell. 

The Huguenot Family. 

Disappeared. | Noblesse Oblige. 

Beauty a nd the Beast. 

Crown Svo, cloth. 3s. bd. each. 

The Maiidbnald Lass. 

The Witch- Wife. 

Bachel Langton. I Sapphlra. 

Mrs. Carmichael'a Goddesses. 

A Honeymoon's Bcllpae. 

& Young Dragon. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 6*. each. I 

Three Men of Kark: 

In Clarissa's Day; 
' Sir David's "Srialtors. 

The Poet and His Gua rdian Angel. 

Oltoyenne Jacqueline. Crpwn Svo, 
picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 

She Bride's Pass. Post Svo, illus- 
trated boards, 2s, 



W^ALLACE (LEW.; Ben-Har: 

A Tale of the Cbrist. Crown Svo, 
cloth, 3i. 6d. ' ' 



WALLER (S. E.).— Sebastiani's 

Secret. ' With 9 Illusts. Or. Svo, cl., fw, 



WALTON and COTTON'S 

Complete Anelei^. Pott Svo, cloth, 
Uilt, 2.V. net : leather. fgUt.edges. 3j. net. 



WALT WHITMAN, Poems by. 

Edited, with Introduction, by W. M. Kus- 
setti. With Port, Cr. SVo, buckram, 6^.' 



WARDEN (FLORENCE), by. 

Joan, the Curate. Crown Svo, cloth, 
3^. Cid. ; picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each. 
The Heart of a Girl. With 8 Illusts. 
What Ought She to Do? 
Tom Davirson. 

The Tonngest Miss Brown. 
The Old House at the Corner. 
My Lady of Whims. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3j. 6d, each. 
A Fight to a Finish: 
The Old House at the Corner. 
Love and Lordship. 



WARMAN,(CY).— The Express 
- Messenger. Crown Svo, cloth. 3j. 6d. 

WASSERMANN (LILLIAS).-^ 
The Daffodils. Crowu-Svo. cloth, is. 6d. 



WESTALL (WILL.), Novels by. 

5?l»Ust-Money. Crown Svo, cloth, 3.?. 6d.; 
post Svo, illu.'itrated boards, 2s. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each.' 
02*. Wynne's Re-^enge. 
The Sacred GresoentB. 
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VVESTALL (WILLI AfVS)-M«to«sd. 
Ci own 8vo, cioth, js. Od, e^ch. 
A lj7oman Tempted Klm.~ 
Fop Honoup and Life. 
Hep Tn^o Millions. 
T'siro Pinches of Snuff, 
Wltb the Red Eagle. 
A Red Bridal. | Nigel FoPtesene. 
Ben Clou^h. | Blpcli Dene. 
The Old Factory. 
Sons of Belial. \ Stpange Grimes. 
Hep t.adysbip's Secret. 
The Phantom City. 
Balph Norbpscit's Trust. 
S. Queep Kace. I Bed Ry^lagton. 
Koy of Koy's Court. 
As Etuck would have it. 
As a Man So^ss. 

The Old Bank. ' . - 

■SSfith the Red Eagle; Popular 
lilMTION medium 8vo. od. 



WAEtRANTto Execute Charles 1. 

a' Facsimile, witli the 59 Signatures and 
Seals, ss, ' , 

Warrant to Bxeoute Mary Queen 

of Scots. Includin^l Queen Elizabctll'^ 
Signalure and the Great Seal. 2.;. 



WEBBER (BYRON).— Sport and 

jSpangleJi. Grown' 8vo. cloth, 2s. 



WERNER (A.) . — Chapenga^s 

White Man. Crown 8vo, cloth.'Sj. 6d. 



W E ST B U RY (ATH A) . — Tile 

Shaciowof HSiton Fernbrook. Crown 
8vo. cloth. Ss. (td. 



WHEELWRIOHT (E. Q.).— A 

5low Awakening. Crown Rvo doth. 6^, 



WHISHAW (FRED.), Novels 

by. Crown Svo, cloth, 35. dd. each. 
A Forbidden Name. 
Many Tig ayo at libve. With S Illusts. 

Crown 8vo, cloih, bs. each. 
Mazoppa. 

Near the Tsar, near Death. 
A Splendid Impostor. 



WILDE (LADY).— The Ancient 
Lfefrends, Charms, and Superstitiofis 
of Ireland. Crown 8vq, cloth. 3^. bd. 



WILLIAMS (W. MATTIEU), by, 
Science in Short Chapters. Crown 

8vo. olpth, Is. fid. 
TheChemlstry of Cookery. Crown 

8vo. cloth, bs. 
A Simple Treatise <m Heat. With 
IllustraLlons. Grown 8vo. cloth, 25. (id. 



WILLIAMSON (Mrs. F. H.).— A 

Child Widow. Post 8vo,-illust. bds., 2s. 



WILLS (C. J.), Novels by. 
An Easy-going Fallow; Crown Svo, 

cloth. 3^. erf. 
His Dead Past. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6j. 



WILSON (Dr. ANDREW), by. 
Chapters on Kvolutlon. With 259 

[liusiratlons. Crown Svo, cloth, 7s. Gd. 
, Leisure-Time Studies. With lUnstf a- 

tions. Crown Svo, cloth. 6s. 
Common Accidents, and how to 

Treat Them. Cr. Syo, is. : cloth, is. 6d, 



WINTER (JOHN STRANGE), 

by. 
Regimental Legends. Post Syo, 

Illustrated bnards, zs. : cloth, zs. 6d. * 

Cavalry Life; and Regimental 

Legends. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. pd. ; 

piclure''cloth, flat back. 25. . 



WOOD (H. P.), Detective Stories 

by. Post Svo. illustrated boards 25. each. 
Passenger from Scotland TavA. 
The Englishman of the Rue Cain. 



WOOLLEY (CELIA PARKER).— 

Rachel Armstrong. Post Svo, 2s. 6d. - 



WRAQGE (CLEMENT L.).— 
The Romance of the Soutb Seas. 

With 84 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth, 
7s. dd. net. 



WRIGHT (THOMAS), by. 

Caricature History of the Georges; 

or, Annal^ of the House of Hanover. 
With Frontispiece and over 306 Illustra- 
tions. Crown Svo, cloth, '3,?, 6d.. 
History of Caricature and of tl;a 
Grotesque In Art. ILitepature, 
Sculpture, and Painting. Illus- 
trated by F. W. Fairholt. Crown Svo, 
cloth, 75. 6d, 



ZANGWILL (LOUIS).— A Nine- 
teenth Century Miracle; Crown Svo, 
' cloth, 3s. 6d. f-picture cloth, flat back, is. 



ZOLA (EMILE), Novels by. 

Uniform Edition. Translated or Edited, 
with Introductions, by Ernest A. Vize- 
TELLY. Crown 8V0, cloth, ss. 6d. each. 

His Masterpiece. I The Joy of Life. 

Germinal. 

The Honour of the Arpny. , 

Abbe Mouret's Transgression. 

The Fortune of theKougons. 

The Conquest-bf Plassans. 

The Dram-Shop. 

The Fat and the Thin. | Honey. 



His Excellency. 
The Downfall. 
Iiourdes. 
Home. 
Paris. 



The Dream. 
Doctor Pascal. 
Frulttulnees. 
isropk. 
Truth. 



Popular Editions, medium Svo. 6d. eaph. 
The Fortune of tlie Bougons. 
Iioupdes I Rome. I The DownftiU, 
Papis. I Money. The Dpam- 
The Joy of X>lfe. | shop. 
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